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Hs All Fun And Games Until 


Author's Notes: 
This is the very first slash story | wrote two years ago. I've never posted it here and, over the next few 
weeks, I'm going to edit and put it up. | hope you enjoy it, despite its simplicity and greenness. 


| walked into the kitchenette at our studio, 606 West, intent on making a few phone calls regarding a benefit 
show that we agreed we'd do. Taylor was at my heels. When | sat down at the table, he sat right next to me. 


"You know, you can sit over there." | told him, flicking my chin at the chair across the table. 
"| want to hear." He replied 

“Bullshit. You want to flirt with me 

He gasped. "Why, David. | have no idea what you're talking about" 


| shook my head and dialed a friend of mine. "Hey Josh." 


"Dave, what up?" 

"Taylor's here too!" Taylor said loudly as he slid a hand up my thigh. 

‘Josh, "| started as Taylor squeezed my upper thigh. My voice cracked. "Sorry, Tay is fucking with me." 
| hope you didn't call to force me to listen to you fuck your drummer, dude. | got better shit to do." 
"What, Josh? No, it's not like that." 

"Josh, it is like that!" 


| elbowed Taylor. 


"What the fuck do you two closet cases want?" 
"We're doing a benefit for ALS next month. Can Queens come and play too? Its right here in the valley." 
"Maybe. Email all the details, buddy." 


"Cool. Thanks, man" When | hung up, | turned to Taylor. "I'm making one more call. If you leave now, | won't kick 


your ass but if you stay, | will kick your ass after this call." 
"lIl take my chances." 


"Dick" | called him as | dialed another friend. After he said hello, | was about to say ‘hi, it's Dave’ when Tay 


stuck a wet finger in my ear. "Ugh, you're such a dick!" 

"Excuse me?" The voice on the other end of the line said. 

"Not youl It's Dave. Sorry, just calling to see if you could do a benefit with us next month. It's here in LA" 
"Send me the details, I'll get back to you." 

"Perfect, thanks!" | hung up and put the phone on the table. "I think you want me to kick your ass." 

| want you to try." T replied with a smirk. 

| studied his face for a moment. His wide, hazel eyes danced behind thick lashes. His thumb tapped on the table. 


| leapt off the chair and tackled him to the floor. We rolled, wrestling, limbs intertwined. | had my arms around 
his neck, he had a handful of my hair. He rolled us once more and he was on top of me, straddling my chest. 


He pinned my arms under his knees. | struggled but he merely leered down at me. 
"| can feel your dick" | said 

"You can not!" 

"Where did a skinny little shit like you get all this strength 

He smirked. "tm not doing anything. | think you just dont want me to move. 

Then | felt him shift his weight and | took the chance to roll us so that he was on the bottom. | held his 
wrists against the floor over his head as | leaned over. My face inches away from his. | realized that he 
stopped fighting back. He passively lay underneath me. 

"Fight me" | commanded 

"No. Kiss me. 

Whoa. What? | shook my head, did hear him right? | stared at him. 


"Come on. You know you want to." He grinned. 


| swallowed. | felt my head dip lower, lower, lower until my lips met his. Our chests crushed together. | bolted 
upright after a split second. 


"D, is that your co-???" He sounded alarmed to feel my boner against his stomach. 

| panicked. "Shut up!" 

He laughed softly. It was perfect. | bent, placing a palm against the floor beside his head, and kissed him again, 
this time | felt his tongue against my bottom lip. Just as | was about to open my mouth and accept his 
tongue, | heard the door open and Chris and Nate chatting away. | scooped up Taylor and pulled him against me. 
"Fight me!" | whispered in his ear. 

So we were rolling around when Chris asked, "What's going on in here?" 

"lim kicking his ass!" 

"He was about to put it in my ass." Tay said, laughing. 


"We'll come back." Nate said. 


"Nol" | said a little too eagerly. | jumped up and rushed out of the room hoping they didn't notice the raging 


boner in my jeans. 


wun 


We waited for Pat to get there before any of us warmed up. | kept myself busy restringing a couple guitars. | 
avoided making eye contact with Taylor while he screwed around with his kit. Chris and Nate were quiet, | could 


feel their eyes on me every now and then. 


When Pat did finally arrive, | didn't mean to bark at him but | was so nervous and anxious that | just erupted 


and he was in my direct path. "Pat, when we said one o'clock, it was because we wanted to meet at one o'clock 


Not two-fifteen If | meant two-fifteen, | would have said that. What the fuck? Get a watch, for fuck's sake." 
‘Sorry.'he muttered. 
"Never mind. Let's just play.” 


| noticed Tay smirk at me and raise an eyebrow. We ran through a dozen songs before | just didn't want to be 


there anymore. | finally put my guitar down and said, "l'm done. | can't focus so l'm gonna go home." 
"Dave, what's the matter?" Chris asked. 


‘Nothing, man. Just distracted. We'll work it out tomorrow, same time. Pat, one o'clock. Okay?" | picked up my 
phone, goggles and helmet and headed for the door. Fuck Taylor, | thought. Seriously, why the fuck did he have 
to do that? 


| rode around the valley for a couple hours, desperately trying to get Taylor off my mind. He was my best 
friend, my guy best friend. I'd never gotten down with a dude before. And all of sudden, he's throwing himself 
at me? Sure, we flirted before. Sure, we told each other ‘I love yout all the time but he kissed me. Worse, | 


kissed him back AND got a fucking hard-on. | couldn't figure any of this out. 

| returned home in the early evering, parked the bike in the garage and climbed the stairs into the house. | 
pulled my phone from my pocket, noticing a missed call. Wait, three missed calls. Taylor. | ignored them, tossing 
the phone on the kitchen counter. Then | pulled a bottle of beer from the fridge, leaned against the counter 
and drained the bottle in one long chug. | returned to the fridge for bottle number two of many. 


Carrying it with me, | started for the bedroom for a shower and clean clothes when | heard a car in the 


driveway. 
"Shit." | grumbled as | approached the window to see who it was. "Fuck!" When | realized it was Taylor. 


| met him in the driveway. "What the fuck are you doing here?" 


"Dude, | come by your house all the time. We hang out. Why are you freaking out on me now?" 

"You know why." 

He lowered his gaze and stood next to his truck. Neither of us seemed to be willing to close the distance 
between us. After several moments of silence passed, | sighed and rolled my eyes. "Did you.." | fought to stay 


calm. "Did you mean it or were you just fucking around?" 


| wasn't fucking around." he replied without meeting my gaze, instead turning his head and squinting into the 


setting sun 

"Do you get why this is so fucking weird?" 

"Course | do. It used to be fun making you uncomfortable but now..l mean, back there, you were freaking the 
fuck out and they could all tell. Fuck, D. We've known each other for years. You can't fool me, you can't fool 
them. | felt like total shit. | didn't mean to make it hard for you." 

My head snapped up when he said that and as much as | didn't want to, | grinned. "Yes, you did" 


His face brightened at the realization of what he said. He laughed that soft, sweet laugh of his. "Yeah, | did" 


It was exactly what we needed to break the tension and the barrier between us. He was finally able to move 


and crossed the driveway toward me. 

"Come on. | planned on drinking a lot of beer tonight. Care to join me?" 

"| like beer." He put his arm around my lower back. 

After | showered, | pulled on a pair of gym shorts. | realized that any other time before today | would have 
bounded out of the bedroom in merely these shorts but now | felt like | needed to be less naked around Taylor. 
| threw on a clean t-shirt. 

| found him on the couch, sprawled out, his feet on the table in front of the couch. He had a bottle in one 
hand and the remote in the other. "TV sure does suck. Whatever happened to shit like Happy Days and Three's 
Company? Now we got lb and Pregnant." 


| smirked. "Three's Company?" 


"Hey, that was comedy gold, goddammit." He pointed an index finger at me, the rest of his hand was wrapped 
around the sweating glass bottle. 


| left the room and headed to the kitchen. | pulled out as many bottles of beer from the fridge that | could fit 


in my arms and returned to the couch. 


"You weren't kidding, huh?" 
"Nope, have another." 


He finally found a Police Academy movie and chucked the remote on the table next to his feet. We watched 
and drank for a good long time, the empty bottles stacking up. | felt better, calmer now and finally let my body 
relax. My knee brushed against his thigh and holy Christ, you would have thought fireworks went off in my 


living room. Taylor's face snapped toward mine. | straightened up and muttered, "Sorry." 


He sighed. "This is so fucked up! Any other time, we'd be so comfortable. We've sat on this couch watching TV 


a million times.” 


The beer was like liquid courage. | started spewing whatever was on my mind. "It's different now, T. We want to 
kiss each other, we want to ‘make it hard" | did that lame air quotes gesture, the beer in my bottle sloshing 
against the sides. "Your words, not mine. Hell, I'm a little hard just being next to you. | don't know how to deal 


with that, do you? It's not like | planned to feel this way, you know." 
His eyes got wide. "You are?" he choked out in a hoarse whisper. 
| merely looked at him and gave a slight shrug. 


It was as if | was watching something on TV. | couldn't move, didn't want to move, as | watched his feet slide 
off the table onto the floor. He never took his eyes off of mine as he set the bottle on the table. Then he slid 
closer to me, put one hand on that knee that still burned from grazing his thigh. My heart was about to take 
a header straight out of my chest. Something deep inside my brain screamed, "Don't do this! Don't do this!" It 
wasn't loud enough to prompt me into action however. | was frozen. Tay's face was getting closer and closer to 
mine. His eyes darted up and down, presumably from my eyes to my mouth and back again. The lump in my 
throat was getting bigger and bigger. And let me tell you what, it wasn't the only thing on me that was 
growing. Why the fuck did | wear these stupid mesh shorts? 


And then he did it. His lips crashed against mine, his hand still on my knee. The other had snaked up around my 
neck. He didn't stop drawing near either. He managed to climb into my lap as we kissed. My arms wrapped 
around his back, pulling him closer as once again, his tongue was begging me to allow it entry. Oh, it was warm 
and wet and tasted of beer and sex. | realized there was something terrifically powerful in a man's kiss. It was 
freeing, really. | didn't have to hold back for fear of hurting him. | could crush his lips with mine, devour his 
tongue like a hungry animal, and it only spurred him on more. | felt his fingers raking through my hair, his ass 
in my lap against my growing erection, his kiss. | was overcome with a wave of dizziness. | shoved him away by 


his shoulders and stood up. 


| Need You To Stay, | Want You To Leave 


The confused, hurt look on his face as he peered up at me from his awkward position on the couch was too 


much to bear. 
"You should go." | mumbled, turned away from him. 
"Please don't, D. Please." He pleaded very quietly, reaching for my hand. 


When he sniffled, my body turned back to him without merely a thought. He was hurt, | hurt him. | hurt my 
best friend My shoulders slumped. 


“Taylor. | can't do this with you. You're Taylor, my best friend, my bro." 

"But you want tol | know you dol" he pleaded some more. 

"| really do and that's why | cant. I'm scared shitless." 

‘| understand that" He hung his head and mumbled. "If you really need me to leave, | will” 

| need you to stay. | want you To leave." 

He dropped my hand and slowly stood up. He sniffled once more and his hair fell over his face, hiding his eyes. 
How could | let him leave like this? How could | break his heart? | wanted so badly to reach out and lift his 
chin to gaze into his eyes, those big amazing eyes that were always so full of laughter. Wait, | thought. Man, 
I'm a fucking idiot! His eyes were always so happy because they were looking at mel 


The other shoe finally dropped Taylor was in love with me. 


But | didn't move. | watched him walk out of the room wordlessly. Wake the fuck up, Dave! | started after him 
and banged my shin into the table, sending beer bottles flying. 


"Shit fuck!" | shrieked, grabbing my leg. 


| hobbled down the stairs and out into the driveway. "Taylor! Tay! Wait!" | yelled as he started to climb into his 
truck. "Shit!" 


He stopped and slowly turned back to me, wiping his face with the back of his hand. "What are you doing?" 
| hit my leg on the fucking table when | started to come after you." 


"Oh" The corner of his mouth twisted into a smirk. "Serves you right." 


| sighed, returning his smile. "Shut up." This time | didn't wait to cross the driveway to him. | limped over and 


threw my arms around him. "You could have helped me out and met me in the middle, you know." 
"| didn't want to seem desperate." His voice dripped with sarcasm. 


He helped me back upstairs and to the couch. He lifted my leg to the table and bent to examine my injury. "l 


see a bump forming but I'm sure you'll be fine” 

"Thanks. 

He straightened and ruffled his fingers through my hair. “You're kind of an asshole, you know that?" 
"Course | do" 


Taylor sat next to me, picking up an unopened bottle from the floor and opening it. He handed it to me and 
found another for himself. He stared at it, picking at the label. 


"You know, if it's not umm..." He cleared his throat. "If it's not where you see yourself, then let's just forget it. 
| don't want to fuck things up. You're way too important to me to fuck things up.” 


"| do want this, | think. But like..." | tried to find the right words. "I can't..." 

No, don't say can't. 

"No, wait..l'm having a little trouble right now wrapping my head around it all. Earlier today when | was on top 
of you and you just looked up at me, surrendering like that, it all just clicked. Taylor Hawkins, you're the fucking 
love of my life. And you have a dick. What the hell am | supposed to do?" 

"Well, | think you're supposed to suck it" He laughed. 


"Now who's the asshole?" 


"D, we don't have to DO anything. | just need you to know how much | love you. I'm happiest when I'm with you, 


even if it means sitting here watching Police Academy." 

"Well, you know..umm. | was really digging your tongue in my mouth." 
"Obviously." He grinned and rolled his eyes. 

| put my arm up on the back of the couch. "Come here." 


He smiled that huge Taylor smile and slid closer to me. He shifted on his side so that he was facing me and 


curled against my ribs, throwing one arm across my stomach. | wrapped my arm around his back. He nestled 
in and sighed. After | put my bottle of beer down, | brought my free hand to his cheek and stroked it gently 
with my thumb. 

"This is so much better than wrestling on the kitchen floor." He said lazily. 


| only smiled. 


"Tay, wake up. Taylor." | whispered in his ear and shook his shoulder gently. 

He had passed out on the couch and | let him sleep while | went down and hammered a few things out in my 
little music room. And by that, | mean | handled my business. And by that, | mean | jerked off. But now it was 
past 2:00 in the morning and | thought it best if we went to sleep in a proper bed. 

"Whaaaat?l" He groaned like a miserable bear. Yeah, it was always a pain in the ass waking Tay up. 

"Its two in the morning, come to bed" 

"What the fuck, D? | was sound asleep." 

"You'll thank me in the morning. This couch will fuck up your back. Come on" 

He reached an arm out from under his chest and | took it and pulled him up. | all but pushed him into the 
bedroom. | turned on the bedside lamp and started to undress. | pushed off my shorts and realized Tay was 
watching me. | straightened up and stood there in my underwear. 

"What? Come on, dude. You've seen me in my underwear a million times. Just go back to sleep." 

"| just never grow tired of it" He replied 

| lowered my eyes, my cheeks burning red, | was sure. | did take the opportunity to watch him undress though. 
It was his shoulders, if | was being honest, that | loved the most. Those smooth, taut shoulders had once 


carried the weight of the world on them. They were my pillar of strength and my biggest weakness. 


Once in bed, | turned on my side away from Taylor. He slid up behind me, pressed his chest against my back 
and wrapped his arms around me. 


He buried his face in my neck and whispered, "I'm so happy right now." 


| smiled. "I am too, buddy. | am too." 


| felt his mouth against my jaw. "Sweet dreams." 


| reached over and turned off the lamp. | tried to remember the last time | had a hot blonde in my bed and 


huffed with a smile as | realized it was probably the last time Tay and | shared a hotel room out on the road. 


| awoke with a start and absentmindedly reached across the bed. There was no one there so | flopped back 
against the pillows and sighed. | ground the heels of my hands against my eyes. The clock on the bedside table 
read 9:38, Wow, that's pretty late for me. My lips slowly curled into a smile. | threw back the blankets and 
stood up, stretching. | really wanted Taylor to still be here. If he had gone home, | think | might have cried. 
After | used the bathroom, | practically ran toward the kitchen. | came to an abrupt halt when | saw him 
there, shirtless. Quietly sneaking up behind him, | pulled him into my arms. 


"Good morning!" 
"Dave, what the actual fuck?!" he screamed. 
| laughed against his shoulder and then | kissed it. "Sorry, | didn't mean to scare you." 


"Liar. I'm trying to figure out this coffee machine. | wanted to have it ready for you but | can't figure the 
fucking thing out." 


| laughed softly. The frustrated look on his face was fucking adorable. "| appreciate the thought. Here, man, 


watch." 


| removed the container from the side that held the water and filled it with tap water and replaced it. Then | 
reached around the back of the machine and flipped the switch that turned it on 


"Turn it on, let it warm up. It will tell you when it's ready. Then | keep the little cup things in here. | put my 
hands on his hips and pushed him out of the way. Our eyes locked for a moment. I'm pretty sure | blushed 
because all the things we used to mindlessly do have taken on new meaning. | pushed that thought aside, as | 
had just pushed Taylor aside, and opened the cabinet. | took out two and dropped one on the counter. 


"Now, you put this thing in the top and close it” As | put the coffee pod into the maker, | explained what | was 
doing. "Then you put a mug underneath. | love a giant mug of coffee so pick the largest setting and push the 
button. Voila!" | smiled. 


| gotta get one of these things." T said. 
After the second cup brewed, we took our coffee, took our smokes, and sat out on the deck | plopped down in 


a chair and put my bare feet up on the railing. Tay pulled his knees up to his chest. We drank and smoked in 


silence, watching the clouds roll by. There was nobody | wanted to share mornings like this with more. | ground 


out my cigarette and reached for his hand. He turned to me and smiled. 

"| love." and he paused for a moment. “this coffee. It is so good" He smirked 
| shook my head 

"Tay?" | asked after a few more minutes. 

"What?" 

"What are we gonna tell the boys?" 


"Whatever you want. Tell them we're in love, tell them it's just sex, tell them it's business as usual, tell them 


nothing. Whatever you're comfortable with" 

| thought for a moment. "What do you want?" 
"| want you to be happy” 

"Lam but what do you want to tell them?" 


He sighed. "I want to tell them | finally found my place in this world, | want to tell them that nothing else 
matters but your smile." He turned to watch the clouds again. "But that sounds fucking gay.” 


| choked on my coffee, | laughed so hard. 

He grinned as he glanced at me. "How about nothing for now? | mean, we're still trying to figure out what 
we're doing, right? Maybe once we're comfortable with whatever it is we have here, then we can make a 
decision as to what to say." 

"Sounds good." | nodded. 

"Can | take a shower? | feel sleazy.” 

"That ain't cause you haven't showered" 

After he went back inside, | lit another smoke. | felt like | needed something to keep me in that chair so that | 
didn't follow him into the shower. Might have been nice. Fuck, it definitely would have been nice but | was stil 
terrified of anything more than a touch or a kiss. | lowered my feet to the floor of the deck and bent my 
head to my knees. Fuck | realized that a touch or a kiss would, eventually, not be enough. As much as the idea 


of sleeping with Taylor excited me, actually doing it scared the piss out of me. 


We went to the studio together, in his truck. He had this really kick-ass sound system and man, it felt good to 


cruise down the hills into the valley with him, blaring some Motorhead. 
"You've had this cheesy ass grin on your face since we left your house. What are you smiling about?" 


"This. You. This." | swept my hand around, from the radio, to him, to the sunny sky outside. "l'm just in a good 
mood, dude." 


He laughed at me. 
We walked into 606 together, my arm around his shoulders. | chuckled to see Pat there already. 
"Dude, l'm sorry | yelled at you yesterday. | was a dick" 


"No worries, Dave. | was late, | should have called at least. And you were in a shitty mood already. Seem better 


today, though." 

"Much better, thanks.” 

"Did you get laid or something?" 

| spun around and glared at Pat. Taylor dropped a cymbal and burst into laughter. 
"You did!" 

| did not" Then | grinned. "Taylor wouldn't put out." 

"Darling, if only you had asked." 


"Well, maybe tonight then" | winked at him, all but forgetting Pat was in the room. 


Sheryl Crow 


Around 1:00, we called it a day. Chris, Nate, Pat, Tay and me and a few of our crew and engineers were 
hanging out in the kitchen, eating take out and bullshitting. One by one, they all took off until Taylor and | were 
left behind. 


"You ready to get out of here?" | asked, squeezing his shoulder. 


"Yeah, man. | gotta uh, | have to stop at my house though and just get some clean clothes and shit, if that's 


cool 
"Why?" | asked, totally fucking with him. It was my turn to make him squirm. 

"Well. | thought umm." His knee started bouncing and he fingered his hair nervously, 
"You thought what? That you were gonna get laid tonight?" 


"Nol" He stood up, paced the room a couple times. "I just thought we could hang again, watch TV and 


whatever." 
"And whatever, huh?" | raised an eyebrow. 


"D, come on" He reached out to push my shoulder and | caught him by his wrist and pulled him into my lap. | 
reached around the back of his neck, buried my fingers in his sweat-drenched hair and kissed his mouth. This 
time | forced my tongue between his lips. | felt one of his arms circle my neck and his other hand was flat 


against my chest, right over my heart. 

"D," he sighed, breathless, when he broke away from my mouth. "Your heart is beating so fast." 

"All that coffee." | smirked. 

"Ah, is that what it is?" 

| stood up, forcing him to his feet. "Let's go home." 

| started toward the hallway and he took my hand. | paused and smiled at him. | ran my tongue over my lips 
and the feeling, the taste was incredible. The urge to pin him against the wall and devour him was strong. The 
lower half of my body was in complete agreement. | paused for a moment, deliberating this. It was scary as 
hell, I'd never in my life done things with another man even if the thought was there. Even if | had played 


those fantasies out in my head a million times. But it was Taylor and he loved me and | loved him and fuck, if | 


was gonna do something with another dude, it would only be with him. 


"What's wrong?" he asked. He must have sensed my trepidation. 
| lifted my eyes to meet his concerned gaze, my lips curled into a sneer. "Trust me?" | asked. 
"Course." 


| pushed him against the cold concrete wall, grabbed his other hand and raised them both above his head, 
pressing my body against his. He opened his mouth in surprise and | seized it with my own, kissing him hard. 
My tongue was lapping at his salty lips and tongue, my lips were twisting with his as he slowly came to life. | 
pushed a knee gently but firmly between his thighs, forcing them apart. My hands slid down his tight, solid 
forearms to his biceps to his shoulders. | felt his hands slide down to the hem of my t-shirt and we parted 
for a moment so that he could pull it over my head. Then he pulled his own shirt off. Like magnets, our bodies 


crashed together again. His mouth sought mine again but | had other plans. | ran my tongue down his neck to 


his collarbone that jutted out and licked and kissed it. 
"Jesus Christ, D, what are you doing?" he whispered 
"Want me to stop?" 

"Fuck no” 


| smirked against his hot, salty skin. My hands were leading the way down his body and rested on his hips. | 
felt his hands slid up my back to my shoulders. My mouth found one of his nipples and ran my tongue over it 
and then grazed it with my teeth. | felt him growing hard against my hip. Before | decided to attack him, | knew 
that it would lead to this. And yeah, | was scared. This is the crossroads, David. This is where you decide. 


"Please." he murmured. "| want you." 


All reason, all logic, all my fears and inhibitions were fucking obliterated when | heard him say that. Do you 


know what it's like to hear the one you love tell you he wants you? Its the best fucking high in the world. 


My hands grabbed the waistband of those silly fucking board shorts he lives in and yanked them down. | slowly 
sank to my knees in front of him as his hands very gently smoothed my hair out of my face. He looked down 


at me with fear in his eyes. | smiled, peering up at him as | took him in my mouth. 


Taylor's head thumped against the wall as he let out a long, low moan. | was at a complete loss here but | 
wanted to please him. He had deserved this, having gone out on a limb by letting me know how he really felt 
about me. How did he know that | would feel the same? | didn't even know, at the time, how | felt. That was 
Taylor though, knowing me better than | knew myself. | slowly wrapped my fist around the base of his cock 
and pumped gently at first then a little harder and faster. | pressed my other hand against his thigh. My 


tongue made circles around the head, occasionally letting it slide beyond my lips. 


"Quit fucking teasing me, D" he begged as his hands pushed against the back of my head and his hips rolled 


forward. 


| was quite proud of myself and, naturally, decided to tease him more. | uncurled my fingers from his shaft 
and grabbed his hips with both hands, pushing them against the wall. | ducked my head low and lapped at his 
balls, pressing my tongue flat against one and then the other. | pulled one into my mouth and sucked on it, 
reveling in his delicious, salty taste. He sucked in a long breath and let it out in a ripped, halting moan. Then | 
returned my attention to his cock and slid my lips over it, letting him push further into my mouth. | was a 
little scared that I'd gag, having never done this, but | kept that thought at bay and danced my fingertips 
lightly down the crease between his hip and thigh and pressed my flat palm against his balls. Very slowly, while 
| sucked his cock with long, deliberate strokes, my fingers curled around his balls and squeezed. His fingers now 
clutched two handfuls of my hair, his body was trembling. | heard his breath become shallow panting. 


The sweet little grunts and sighs escaping his lips were almost enough to make me come. "D.." he sighed. | 
curled fingers around the base of his cock once more and pumped hard and fast, urging him closer. Fully aware 
now of how much | wanted his come, | kept making wet circles around his head with my Tongue, waiting for it, 
wanting to taste it. 


"Fuck" He growled in a voice I'd never heard him use before. He pushed into my mouth and released. It was 
warm and sticky and tasted oddly sweet. | swallowed it down and returned for more. He tried to pull away but | 
kept licking, getting each and every last drop. He finally shuddered and pushed me back by my shoulders. 


"Was it okay?" | asked, looking up at him. His eyes were clenched shut, his expression a distorted mix of 
pleasure and pain 


"Okay?? Damn, D" 
"IIl take that as a yes." 


He opened his eyes, his face relaxed and he hooked a hand under my arm and tried to pull me up. | rose to my 


feet and he kissed my mouth. “Thank you. | know that must have been weird for you." 
"A little, at first. But | liked how much you liked it" | felt my face flush. 
"| didn't like it" He said quietly. My eyes darted to his, panic seized my stomach. "I fucking loved it” 


| laughed quietly, still a little embarrassed. 


| woke up and lay quietly for a moment allowing my senses to come alive. It was still dark out. Tay was sound 
asleep next to me. He was too fucking adorable as he slept with his face nestled against the pillow and his 
hands balled into fists beneath his chin. | slid out of the bed slowly and gently so as not to wake him. | crept 


downstairs to my studio, my hiding place, and dialed my sister. 


"Hello?" Her voice was thick with sleep. 

"Lisa." 

"Dave? What's wrong, are you hurt? Where are you?" 

‘I'm fine. At home. | know it's early but wake up. | need to talk to you." 

She sighed. "What is it? It's five in the morning. Don't tell me, haven't been to sleep yet?" 

"No, | was in bed. That's the thing. | got a hot blonde up there and I'm kind of freaking out." 

"Do you need me to come and pretend to be your wife again to get her to leave?" 

| laughed at that memory. "No, | want this one to stay and that's why I'm freaking out" 

"Ah! You like her. What's she like? What's her name? What does she do?" 

Here goes nothing. "Taylor and plays drums in a super awesome rock band." 

Silence. 

"Lis?" 

"Uhh..you mean your Taylor?" 

| srickered ironically. "Yeah, MY Taylor." 

‘Maybe l'm still asleep and dreaming because | could have sworn you just told me you're sleeping with Taylor. 
"Well, we haven't fucked yet but yeah." 

"I see. Now | know why you're freaking out. Dave, are you sure this is a good idea? Are you gay?" 


"| don't know if its a good idea. And | don't care if i'm gay or not. | love him, Lis. He loves me and we trust 


each other. We know each other so well. He's everything to me." 
"So why are you freaking out?" 


“There's just so much to decide. Do we tell the others? Do we go public? Do we live together? What if it 
doesn't work out? Will he stay?" 


"Dave?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Why aren't you asking him these things, not me?" 

| sighed. "I don't know" 

"Are you happy? 

| tried to remember the last time | felt this good. "Yeah, | am 

"Well then, fucking Sheryl Crow, baby brother. Sheryl Crow 

| laughed. "You're right" 

"OF course | am. Now go back to bed and consummate your relationship with your drummer." 
"Okay, I'll call you later with all the deets” 

"Im good on that. | love you, Dave” 

‘Love you too! Thanks" 

When | tried to silently slip back in bed, Taylor pulled me close. "Where'd you go?" 

"Just listening to some Sheryl Crow." 

"Huh?" 

| kissed his forehead"Go back to sleep, babe" 


He gave a soft moan That little purring noise he can make with his throat. "Babe. | like it." 


| felt something warm and moist on my neck and tried to swat it away. Then | heard a small, faraway laugh. 
My eyes fluttered open and | saw Tay right up against me, his head against my shoulder. Oh, he was kissing 
me. My lips curled in a smile. What a perfect way to wake up. | reached for him and pulled him on top of me. 


"Good morning!" | smiled. 


"Good morning, D." he returned my smile before he dipped his head and returned his attention to my neck 


The delicious mix of sensations sent an electric current straight to the ends of every hair on my body. His 
rough stubble rubbing against my skin and his soft, wet lips and tongue were driving me insane. As | opened 
my thighs to let him slip between them, a throaty groan passed my lips. My hands explored the warm, smooth 
skin on his back, his shoulders and arms. His mouth moved down from my neck to my chest, finding my left 
nipple. He sucked it into his mouth, flicking his tongue over it. Then he sent shockwaves throughout my body 
when he began nibbling it. My back arched toward him, | drew in a long breath through my gritted teeth. 


"Is that good?" He asked, his lips still against my ripple. 

"tll do." | replied 

He picked up his head to look at my face. | grinned at him, running my hand through his hair. 

"Asshole." he whispered, shaking his head. Then he resumed working his way down my chest. 

| put one arm under my head as | watched him. My other hand kept playing with his beautiful golden hair. He 
was now running his tongue across my stomach, right above the top of my underwear. | was hard by now and 
my hips were twisting underneath him. He ignored it. Payback for the way | teased him yesterday, | realized. 
"Lower." | said with a sneer. 

"Patience, darling." he replied. The glint in his eye was not lost on me. 

After what felt like an eternity, | finally felt his fingers hook the waistband of my underwear and he pulled it 
down over my hips. | lifted my ass off the bed so that he could slid them completely off. | don't know why | 
expected him to turn his attention immediately to my throbbing, aching cock | shouldn't have been surprised 
or disappointed when he didn't. But | was. | felt his open, wet mouth on the inside of my thigh. 

"Higher." 

"Listen, you're the boss out there." He threw an index finger toward the bedroom door. "In here, you're mine." 


Jesus Christ, what have | gotten myself into? "Taylor, you're going to fucking kill me." | said with a sigh. 


He made no sound but | felt his body shake with laughter. Then he surprised me again when he started nibbling 
the soft fleshy part of my inner thigh. 


"Goddammit!" | groaned. 
He finally wrapped one hand around the base of my cock and pumped it slowly while he sucked one of my balls 


into his mouth. My hips rose off the bed. | kept my head up so | could watch him. | pushed the hair that fell 


forward off his face. I'm not sure why but it was important for me to see him. As if seeing him giving me 


head made it more real. 


He was a lot more aggressive than I'd been with him yesterday. He opened his mouth wide and took all of me. | 
watched with disbelief and my hips thrust upward. One of his hands ran up and down my chest as he slid his 
mouth up and down on me, hard and fast. The other held the base of my cock firmly in a fist. After a little 
while, | was drenched with his saliva and he used that to pump me with his fist and | could feel that wonderful 
tightness building. He knew | was getting close. | could no longer control the things tumbling out of my mouth. | 
squeezed my eyes closed, grunting and groaning in short, halting breaths. 


"Fuck, T" 

"Yes?" he asked in a taunting voice. 

"YES!" | sighed. My body convulsed and my orgasm washed over me like a bucket of hot water. The grip | still 
had on his hair tightened. My eyes snapped open and | watched him lick the head of my cock, lapping up my 
come. He swallowed it and his lips curled into a smile. 

"| love you." | whispered. | was a little surprised to hear myself say that, not realizing that my emotions had 
skimmed so close to the surface. | really hoped he didn't take the shocked, appalled expression on my face 
personally. 

"| dont know. | kind of think you just love my skills, man" he joked, letting me off the hook. 


"Nah," Fuck it, | confess. "I love you." 


‘| love you too, D. Now what are we gonna do with our day off today?" He asked as he hopped off the bed. 


You Have Nothing To Worry About, Im The Guy From 
Nirvana 

| left T to shower and | made coffee. | made a mug for him too so he didn't have to fight the scary Keurig 
again. With coffee and smokes in hand, | went outside on the deck. It was after 10:00 and already feeling pretty 
warm, There wasrit a cloud in the sky. It was the perfect day. After two cigarettes and three quarters of my 
coffee, | heard the door open behind me. Taylor plopped down in the chair next to mine. | watched his face. 
"Good day, huh?" The way the sun made his eyes sparkle made my stomach tighten into a knot 

"Great day. 

"So | was thinking,.” He began 

"Yeah?" 

"lm gonna quit smoking." He said as he turned to look at me. 

"Yeah? Okay." | nodded. | knew that if he meant it, he'd do it. Simple as that with Taylor. 

"It's time. Always wanted to quit, now's the right time." 

"As long as you don't turn into a raging bitch." 

"If dealing with your shit hasn't done it, | think lll be fine with this." He playfully smacked my shoulder. 

"Tay, can | ask you something?" 

"You ever..° This was awkward. "You know, ever do that before?" 


He laughed at me. "Quit smoking?" 


"No. You know what | mean" | felt my fingers fly up to my mustache and start fingering it nervously. Damn 
him. 


"No, never did that before." 


"Then how do you know..| mean, it was so good." 


"D, stop." He laughed. " | don't know. | just did what | thought you'd like." 

"| feel like a jerk" 

"Why?" 

"Because | was terrible yesterday." | mumbled. 

"You're a fucking idiot. This isn't a competition, you know. | can't believe we're having this conversation" He 
turned his attention to the yard below. "Two dudes who were straight until two days ago comparing fucking 
blow jobs. What the fuck, man?" He shook his head. "Besides, | came, didn't |? 


"Sorry." | suddenly found the bottom of my coffee mug really interesting. 


He reached out and gently gave the back of my neck a squeeze. "If you really feel the need to practice, feel 


free anytime." He smiled. "Now, can we talk about something else?" 
"Like what?" 

"Let's go for a ride on the bike." 

"You don't mind riding bitch?" 

"Nah. Will that seem weird?" 

"Only when we stop." 

"Fuck it, nobody cares." 


As | sat on the bed, tying my shoes, T came in and pulled his shorts off. "Probably ought to wear pants." He 


explained as he slid a pair of green cargo pants over his bare ass. 

"Really? Commando?" 

"Really." 

| drove us out to the coast and then down Pacific Coast Highway to Santa Monica. At the pier, we walked 
toward the amusement park and Tay convinced me to go on the roller coaster but there was no fucking way | 
was getting on the Ferris wheel with him. 


"Ferris wheels are for making out and shit." | said. 


He smiled that irresistible Taylor smile and replied, "I know." 


| shook my head. As we passed the carnival games, he took off ahead of me to the whack-a-mole game. He 


picked up a mallet and looked at me expectantly. 

"Is this a fucking date?" | asked as | took a few bills out of my wallet. 

He nodded. 

"Then | expect retribution later." 

| found him way too cute as he walked next to me with a silly stuffed dog in his hand. | kind of wanted to find 
a secluded spot to do dirty things to him. Instead, we ducked into a British pub for a couple pints and 
something to eat. 

"Dave Grohl and Taylor Hawkins!" The bartender yelled at us. | smiled and lifted my pint in greeting. 

"You ain't leavin’ us til we get a song outta ya on the karaoke machine." 

Taylor snickered, 

"Its one in the afternoon. Gimme another pint first." 

| grinned when the guy picked Zeppelin's Over The Hills And Far Away. 

| know you're a big Zepp fan so I'll go easy on ya" 

"Appreciate it" | winked at Tay as | took the microphone. 

He sat on his stool with one knee drawn up to his chest and his arms folded on top of it. He started air- 
drumming during the long solo. Bet this bartender didn't realize he picked me a love song to sing to my best 
friend. 


After my performance, which earned me a standing ovation, T and | made our way back to the bike. 


On the ride north, T slipped his arms around me and occasionally | felt his fingertips skim underneath my T- 
shirt. | smiled, loving the way he made me feel. 


Back at the house, | parked the bike and the first thing he did was go upstairs to change out of his pants. 
"Come on, lets get in the pool." He said to me. 


| was in full agreement when my phone rang. It was our friend, Jennie. 


"Hey Jen, what up?" 

"Just making sure you're ready for tonight." 

"Tonight?" 

"You forgot? Dave, come on" 

"Oh! Oh, shit. Jennie, | can't. |, uh..." | glanced at Tay, who was giving me a quizzical look 
"Shit, Dave..she's gonna be so upset. Another day?" 

"Ummm...'ll let you know. Please tell her I'm sorry." | hung up and didn't say anything to T. 


He let a couple minutes pass before he asked, "Did you have something going on tonight? Because you shouldn't 


just cancel. | can hang or go home or something.” 

"Okay, I'll go out on the date Jennie arranged with her sister." That shut him up. | smirked at him. 
"You cancelled a date?" He asked, a small smile threatening to break loose on his beautiful mouth. 
| nodded. 

"| love you." He slid into my arms, pressing his face against my neck. " 


| love you, babe. | don't know how yet, but I'm gonna make this work. | promise. My sister said fuck it, just be 
together. Think it's as easy as that?" 


He pulled away from me and stared at me. "You told Lisa?" 
"This morning, you were still asleep." | said with a nod. 

"We agreed not to say anything yet, D" 

"IFs Lis. It's fine." 


Its not fine. You can't do that without talking to me first. This isn't the band, D. This is you and me entering 


into a relationship, for fuck's sake!" 
‘| was happy and proud. | ..| wanted her to know." Fingering my mustache again. 


"Dave, its not always going to be as easy as telling your family. We got an uphill battle here. They're not going 


to be like ‘oh, you were in Nirvana, its cool you're in love with your dude drummer: " 


| shook my head. | hated when he pulled that Nirvana shit on me. "You can be a real dick sometimes, Taylor.” 
"Look, all I'm saying is we made an agreement and you totally disregarded it. Please don't do that again." 
| sighed. "You're right. Even if its my sister, | should have asked you first" 


He didn't respond right away so | turned away from him and walked into the closet in search of a pair of 
shorts. 


"So she was cool with it?" He asked from the doorway. 

"Shocked but yeah, cool." 

He nodded"And you're proud about it?" 

"Tay," | walked toward him. "I'm forty-five years old. I'm done fucking playing around, man. | want to be happy 
and real. You make me happy and real. You know, if you hadn't come here the other night to confront me, I'd 
still be denying what | feel for you. That took fucking balls and I'm grateful to you. And yeah, I'm still scared 
about how we're going to tackle telling people and shit. If people wanna call me gay or a fag because l'm in love 
with you, so be it. That don't mean shit to me." 

| hate your fucking optimism sometimes." He said with a sad laugh. 


"You have nothing to worry about. I'm the guy from Nirvana" | said with a huge smile. 


"Asshole." 


| woke up with Taylor sprawled across me. Very softly, | kissed his mouth and slid out from under him. | left 
him sleeping while | showered then went to enjoy my morning ritual. After about an hour, he finally opened the 
door and stepped out onto the deck. | turned to smile and tell him good morning but | noticed an oddly serious 
expression on his face. 


"Tay, you okay?" 


"| just realized today's date. It's like being here the last three days, time has stood still. Dave, | leave with the 


Coattails tomorrow." 
"| remember. It's no big deal. Come here, sit down" 


"It's for two weeks." He whined as he plopped down in the chair. 


"So?" 
"So?? Two weeks! We haven't been apart in 12 hours. This is two whole weeks!" 


| had to bite my lip to keep from laughing. He was so damn sweet. "We've been apart for two weeks before. It'l 


be fine." 

He let out a huge sigh and crossed his arms over his chest. 

"ll help you pack and shit, if you want" 

He grumbled and wouldn't look at me. Then he said, "Come with me." 

"No 

"Why not?" 

"Because its your thing. If | go it becomes about me and | want you to have your own thing 
"But" 


"No buts. Tay, its two weeks. We can talk every day while you're out. [tll be fine." | gave his shoulder a 


squeeze and smiled. 

He stared at me for a moment and broke into a guilty looking smile. "I'm acting like a little bitch, aren't |? " 

"A little but | get it. Ill miss you too." 

Taylor decided that, since he was leaving early the next morning, he wanted to sleep at his own house that 
night. There was no way | wasn't going to spend the night with him. | took the bike over to his house and 
arrived only minutes after him. He had just left my house. But when | walked in the back door, it was quiet. No 
Taylor. 

"Tay?" 

No reply. He better not be fucking around. 

"Taylor?" | said louder. 


He appeared in the doorway to the hall leading to the bedrooms. | couldn't decipher the expression on his face. 


"What's the matter?" 


"Nothing." 

"You look weird." 

"Just." He started, his gaze lowered to the floor. He was starting to freak me out. 

"Babe?" | said in a whisper. | put my hand on his arm. 

"Come here." He turned and walked back toward his bedroom. 

| dumbly followed. 

Once inside, he closed the door. Then he threw his arms around my neck and kissed me hard, his tongue 
forcing its way past my lips. My hands found his hips and pulled him against my chest. He walked us back to 
the bed and pushed me down onto my back. | watched him pull his shirt over his head and push his shorts off. 
He stood before me completely naked. 

| grinned. “Taylor Hawkins, are you trying to seduce me?" 

"Is it working?" 

"Fuck, yeah." 

He climbed on top of me straddled my hips. He leaned down, propping a hand on the bed on either side of my 
head. He kissed my mouth, our tongues twisting behind crushed lips. My hands ran up and down his bare back 
before settling on his ass, squeezing it. He broke our kiss and sat up to unbuckle my belt. Then he pulled me 
into a sitting position to pull my shirt over my heed. He stood up and pulled off my shoes one by one. He 
unbuttoned and unzipped my pants and pulled them down my legs. | was more than turned on by now. It was 
clearly evident by how hard | was underneath my boxer briefs. He straightened up and glared at them like he 


hated them. 


"Not everybody can pull off going commando quite like you, my dear." | smirked, proud of myself for being able 


to read his mind. 


"Try it. H's liberating." He yanked them off He was back on top of me in a split second. The feel of his cock 


against mine was fucking intense. He was kissing my neck as he slowly thrust himself up and down, 
"Damn you, Tay." | groaned. 


"D, | want. think | want to..can we, um, try.." He said breathlessly against my neck. | knew what he wanted 


even though he failed to find the right words. | wanted it too. 


| swallowed the lump in my throat. "Okay." 

Tay rolled off of me and onto his back next to me. | turned and propped my head up on one elbow. With my 
free hand, | moved a lock of his hair from over his face. He looked at me and | saw the fear and hesitation in 
his eyes. 

"Are you sure about this?" | whispered. 

"m sure. | want this with you." 

"I do too but we don't have to right now. You're scared and so am I, frankly.’ 

"I want it. | want you, D. Please." He reached his hand up behind my head and pulled me down into his kiss. 

| felt him wiggle his body underneath mine and open his thighs. Once again, his cock rubbed against mine. | drew 
in a breath in a sharp hiss. | slid one hand down between our bodies and stroked him as | gazed into his eyes. 


He smiled and gave me a slight nod, both encouraging and reassuring me. 


It wasn't going to work like this so | picked myself up, off of him. | turned him onto his stomach and then 
pulled his hips up off the bed and back toward me. 


He gasped and reached one hand back toward me. 
"Trust me?" | asked, planting a kiss in his open palm. 
| trust you." He replied. 


| could hear the fear and intensity in his voice. | felt awful. | eyed him momentarily before | took a deep breath 
and bent my head toward his ass. | put a hand on each of his thighs and licked at his balls. His body shuddered 
as he groaned softly. | moved one hand onto his ass and squeezed My tongue working its way up. My anxiety 

slowly slipped away when | saw how much T was enjoying what | was doing. He was writhing beneath my touch 


now, his breathing haggard. | pushed my tongue inside of him and he groaned a long "Yessss." 
"Tay? Um, you still want me to..2" 
"God, yes. Please." 


Honestly, the way he said please got me hot as hell. That's when | noticed the bottle of lube sitting on bedside 
table. My heart leaped into my throat, realizing that Taylor had planned this. He wanted this. Squirting nearly 
half the bottle into the palm of my hand, | spread it all over my cock and his ass. | got up on my knees 
between his legs and held the shaft of my cock in one hand, the other held him open the best | could | pushed 
the head just inside of him as | looked down his back into his eyes as he craned his neck to watch over his 
shoulder. We were both so fucking scared. 


"Tell me to stop if hurt you." 

He gave me one slight nod. | pushed in a little more. The warm wetness of the lube combined with how tight he 
was felt so good. | knew this wouldn't last very long. | pushed further, checking his face for any indication that 
| should stop. None. | gave one final thrust and he almost screamed but bit it back with gritted teeth. 

"Fuck!" 

| pulled back a little and pushed in again, slowly finding a good rhythm. | slid one hand underneath him to close 
around his cock, pumping it in the same rhythm. | opened my mouth and a long, low groon spilled out. | never, 


in a million years, expected this to feel so fucking good. 


"D, l'm gonna, gonna..0h, fuck!" Taylor came into my hand. The way his body shuddered only brought me closer. 
| brought my hand to my mouth and licked off all his come. 


"Babe, I'm so close." 

He shocked the hell out of me when he pulled away from me and spun around. He wrapped one hand around my 
cock and started licking the head, pumping me hard. With one big thrust forward, | watched as my come 
spurted onto his waiting tongue. 

"Holy fucking shit!" | moaned loudly. 

He swallowed and then grinned as he looked up at me. | pushed his hair behind his ear. 

"You're gonna fucking kill me." | said as | drew him up for a kiss. "I hope it didn't hurt too much." 


"Felt amazing. You'll see." 


| choked. Taylor giggled. 


"With the lights out, it's less dangerous. Here we are now, entertain us.." | bolted upright, thinking | was having 


a nightmare. Err, dream. | was having a dream. 
The song continued. | looked around. | was in bed with T. The song was coming from his goddamn alarm clock. 
"Tay, wake up." | shook his shoulder. "You gotta get up, babe." 


He groaned and stretched. "Fuck" 


"Turn it off" | grumbled. | closed my eyes, feeling the bed shift as he moved. The song got cut off in the 
middle of Kurt's guitar solo. | sighed. 


"Fuck me. Five in the morning." 
"Your car will be here in 20 minutes." | reminded him. 


When he made no effort to get up, | opened an eye to peek at him. He sat on the edge of the bed, his back 


hunched over. | heard a sniffle. 

"Babe?" | whispered. 

He sucked in a breath and slapped his thighs as he stood up. 

"Ya okay?" | asked, 

"Go back to sleep, D" He leaned across the bed and kissed me. 

When he tried to stand up, | caught his wrist. "You don't have to hide it when you're sad. I'm sad too." 
He smiled weakly. "Gonna miss your ugly ass." 

"Fuck, and you ain't seen it up close yet" | smirked. 


| pulled him on top of me and put my hands on either side of his face. "I love you. Travel safe and hurry back 


to me." 


When he pulled back from my kiss, | noticed tears running down his cheeks. | brushed them away with my 


thumbs. 

He swallowed hard and choked out, "I gotta go, D." 

He climbed off of me and stood up. | still held onto his hand. 

"Last night?" He paused. "| dreamed of that for fourteen years. | love you.’ 

He pulled his hand away and was gone before | had a chance to respond. | watched after him, trying to 
comprehend what he had just said. | didn't go back to sleep. | waited until | heard him leave and then got up and 
used his shower. | put yesterday's clothes back on and then dialed Lisa. 


"Well, you waited until six this time, | appreciate that." 


"Can | come over?" 


"Um, yeah. The kids are getting ready for school. You home?" 

"No, at Tay's house. | can be to your place in a half hour." 

"Okay." 

When | walked into Lisa's house, her husband Mark was just leaving. "Dave, good to see ya Later." 
"Mark." 

"Uncle Dave!" The kids threw their arms around my waist. 

"Hey, twerps. Have a good day at school. Remember you can drop out when you're seventeen 
"David!" 

"Just kidding." 


Lis and | sat at her breakfast table. She set a big mug of coffee in front of me. She even let me light up 


inside. "You look sad, what's going on?" 
"Tay left this morning to do Coattails shows for two weeks." 
"Ah. Dave, are you sure-" 


| cut her off, putting my hand up. "I'm so sure. I'm not supposed to be talking about it, even to you. He's 
worried about what's gonna happen if people find out. But Lis, | need you now.’ 


"How did it, | mean..you've known each other for years. Why now?" 

‘| don't know." | shrugged. "Shoulda happened years ago. He's the best thing in my life." 
"Why is he so worried about going public?" 

"Cause we are who we are. | get it.” 

"You got stuff going on while he's away?" 

"Nope! 


"Go surprise him." 


| picked up my head to look at her. 

"Definitely get some ass that way." She smirked. 
My lips twisted into a grin. 

"Did you..?" She asked, her eyes wide. 

| pursed my lips, indicating | wasn’t going to answer. 


"David!" She smacked my arm and laughed. 


My Boogie Shoes 
| was at 606 with Pat when Tay called. 


"Hey! Just get in?" | tried to be cool in front of Pat but | was so glad to hear from him. He'd been in the air 
for almost eight hours. 


"Yeah. Checked in at the hotel. Leaving around ten tomorrow morning for the venue. They say its like two 


hours from here." 

"Albany, right?" 

"Yeah. And after that, this cool little place in the country. The site of the original Woodstock" 
"That's not tomorrow but the following night?" 

"Yeah" 

"Okay." 

"Where are you?" 

I'm at the studio. Pat is with me." | turned to Pat. "T says hey." 

"Got it. Call me later tonight. Love you." 

"| love you too, dear. Behave yourself" | said in a tone that Pat would know as my teasing voice. 
"How long he out for?" Pat asked 

"Two weeks." 

"Gonna make it that long without him?" 

"What do ya mean?" | asked him, trying to hide the panic in my voice. 

"Well, you know, since you share one brain and shit” 

"Ohh. Ha ha" 


"What's wrong with you?" 


"Nothing. I'm heading home. See ya in a couple days" 

He looked confused. | didn't really care. 

At home, | made a few calls and found the name of the venue at Woodstock. Tay was right, this place is in the 
middle of fucking nowhere. After several more calls, | booked a flight into Newark and then | was taking a 
charter tomorrow afternoon to a small airport in upstate New York | would wait for Taylor to get there the 


following day. The only rental car available was a shitty little hatchback. 


"Oh Hawkins, you owe me." | thought as | crammed myself behind the wheel. | followed the GPS to a little BEB 
right outside the site. A leftover hippie met me at the door. 


"Well, holy fuck me slowly. | didn't believe itd really be you" 
"Who do you think | am?" 

"Get the fuck outta here with that. Come in here, Dave!" 

| smiled. This guy and me are gonna get along just fine. 
"Shitty car they gave ya’ 

| laughed 


| was up in the little bedroom my hippie friend, Bob, showed me. It was II:30 New York time. | sat on the bed 
and dialed Tay. 


"Hey! Just finished! Glad you called. How are you?" 
"Good. How was your set?" 
"Great! Where are you?" 


"Home." | lied. We talked for a little while longer. | was glad | didn't hear the sadness in his voice that | heard 
yesterday. 


In the morning, | wandered into the dining room after a much needed shower. 
"Morning, Dave, coffee?" 
"Yes, please. Can | go outside for a smoke?" 


"You sure can. Mind if | join ya? Wife made me quit but what she don't know, right?" Bob gave me a wink. 


"Right." 

Outside on the porch, | handed him a cigarette and lit my own. 
"You married?" 

"Nope" 

"Lucky son of a bitch. How'd ya manage to avoid it?" 


| smirked and said, "Just lucky, | guess, like you said" 


| was irritated at myself for feeling nervous about surprising Taylor. | watched his set from a seat on the 
lawn. | was so proud of him, doing this thing. An employee of the venue led me backstage right before T's last 
song, Wasted Energy. My favorite. | stood in the hall, nervous as shit. My ran my palms down my jeans, drying 
them off. | heard the music stop, heard the crowd cheering. He was laughing, his arm around Drew's shoulders. 
He turned to look straight ahead, straight at me. | gave him a big, goofy smile. He dropped the towel he had 
and launched himself into my arms. 

"Fuck, Tay" | laughed. "Be cool, babe." 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" 

"| was in the neighborhood. Thought I'd come to check out this cool band | heard about." 


| set Taylor on his feet, my arm lingering around his waist. The other Coattail Riders greeted me with hugs 
and handshakes. 


"You gonna stay with us and play a few shows?" Drew asked. 


| glanced at Taylor. "Probably not. Tay mentioned this was the site of the original Woodstock, | wanted to come 
and check it out" 


"Ah, yeah. This is quite a place. They did a great job with the stage and the amphitheatre. Really good sound" 
"| noticed that. You guys were awesome." 
"Thanks. T, see you on the bus?" 


"| don't know. Maybe D and | will go grab a beer or something. There's got to be a bar around here." 


"Okay." Drew gave us a weird look but shrugged his shoulders and headed out toward their bus. 
"| can't believe you came all the way out here." He said quietly as | led him to my rental car. 


"| couldn't stand hearing how fucking sad you were." | put an arm around his shoulders. "Really, man. It was 


quite pathetic." 

He elbowed me in the ribs. 

| drove us back to Bob's BEB and met Bob sitting on the porch. 

"Bob! This is my friend, Taylor. Taylor, meet Bob. He runs this fine establishment: 

Bob laughed. "Fine, my ass. Good to meet you, Taylor. Hey, you the guy that played the show tonight?" 

"In the flesh." Taylor said with a smirk. | coughed. 

"Well, what do you know? | got me two rock stars here tonight. Boys, please sit and have a beer with me." 


I'd say Bob had a bit of a head start. | looked at Tay, he looked at me. I'm fairly certain we were thinking the 
same thing: bed. But | shrugged my shoulders and sat down in the chair across from Bob. 


He handed us a couple bottles of beer. | handed him a smoke and lit one myself. 


"How long you been here, Bob? | imagine you left some Catholic school on the Upper East Side in 1969 to come 
and see Hendrix and decided never to go back. Am | right?" 


Bob howled with laughter. "I wish. | was knee deep in Vietcong in 1969. | was IB years old and scared shitless. 
Took a bullet in the shoulder, got sent home. Best thing that ever happened to me, getting shot. I'm originally 
from New Hampshire. Moved here when | met my wife. She grew up in this house.” 

"My story's better, Bob. Feel free to use it" | said with a grin and then drained my bottle. 

"So Taylor, where you playing next?" 

"Philadelphia." 

"Ah, tough crowd down there. What kinda music you play?" 


"He plays the best kind of music. Rock and roll, Bob. Rock and fucking roll." 


Bob handed me another beer. "But what's it sound like?" 


"A little bit of Queen, little Police. | love seventies rock so | think a lot of that style and influence just sort of 
happened." 


"Ah, | gotcha. Zeppelin?" 


"Ha, | could never sit here and compare myself to Zeppelin It feels shitty saying l'm like Queen and the Police. 


Ill never hold a candle to them." 

"Yes, you do." | told him, catching his eye and giving him a smile. 

| was still staring at Taylor when | heard Bob clear his throat. 

"Well, | think it's time for me to turn in. You two enjoy the rest of the beer. Uh, there are guests in the room 
next to yours, Dave. If you get wasted, try to keep it down. The wife will have my ass for letting rock stars 


stay here again" 


| tried not to laugh. | failed. | loved this hippie motherfucker. He walked in the door and immediately after, the 
porch light switched off. | laughed again. 


"He totally caught on" | said as | moved from the chair | was in to the empty spot next to Taylor. 
"| can't imagine why. ‘Yes, you do." Taylor said in his best ‘Dave' voice and gazed into my eyes. 


"Fuck you." | smiled as | pulled him toward me. | kissed his mouth, my hands sliding over his shoulders to his 


neck. 


"Dave." He whispered. He tried to push me away but | held him tighter. | was kissing his neck, loving that 
sweaty, salty taste. 


"Davel" He said louder. 

"Let's go upstairs." | whispered in his ear, letting my lips flutter against it. His body trembled under my touch. 
We stood up and | grabbed two more bottles for the road. | took Taylor's hand and led him up to my room. 
"Damn, this room is tiny. That bed is tiny. Bet it makes a lot of noise too." 


"We're about to find out." | pushed him onto the bed and sure enough, it squeaked something terrible under 
him. | laughed and shook my head. 


The next thing | did was pull my shirt over my head and throw it at him. He caught it against his chest and 
tossed it on the floor. "Gonna take a lot more than that, my darling.’ 


| unbuckled my belt and took my jeans off. He laughed when he realized I'd gone commando today. 
"In jeans, no less. Impressive, Mr. Grohl." 


"| aim to please." | said as | leaned over him, forcing him onto his back. | moved to kiss him but he turned his 


head and sat up, forcing me to roll to one side. 

"So this is a 3000 mile booty call?" He asked, feigning anger. 

"That's exactly what this is." | said and flicked my eyebrows up and down 
He nodded. "I'm good with that" 

"I knew you would be. You can't resist all this." 

He laughed. "You're kind of an asshole.” 

"But I'm your asshole." 

He groaned. "D." 


| laughed as | pulled him against me. | kissed his open mouth hard, my tongue hungry to taste him. | pulled his 
t-shirt over his head and moved my mouth down to his nipple and sucked it into my mouth, rolling my tongue 
over it. He let his head fall back and sighed My hands pushed his shorts off his hips and down his legs. | 
wrapped one fist around his cock and rubbed it slowly while | went to work on his other nipple. He moaned my 
name and | looked up at him. 


"Shhh!" | grinned. Naturally, | did have to be an asshole and started pumping my hand on his cock a little harder 
and faster. 


"Quit doing that if you want me to be quiet" he said through gritted teeth. 


| laughed under my breath as | pulled him to the edge of the bed and slid down between his legs. | pushed his 
thighs far apart and buried my face between them. | ran my tongue across his balls and then up his shaft and 
then took him into my mouth and sucked up and down while | pushed a wet finger inside of him. He groaned and 
grunted and tried desperately to stay quiet. Oh, this was going to be fun. | continued to suck his cock while | 
pushed a second finger into him. His back arched and his chest heaved and | was so fucking hot for him. | 
stood up, withdrawing my fingers, withdrawing my mouth. His head snapped up to look at me, his expression 
disappointed. 


"Oh, don't look so sad, babe. I'm not done with you yet" | said with a sneer. | leaned over him and kissed his 
pouting mouth. "I wanted to look at your beautiful face this time." 


| pushed my cock into him slowly, watching a glimmer of pain shine in his eyes. He bit his bottom lip. | pushed 
in a little more. | stopped and held myself there for a moment until | saw the darkness leave his eyes. He 
looked up at me, silently begging for me. 


"Yes?" | whispered. 

He nodded. | started pumping in and out, slowly at first. Watching him come alive underneath me was incredible. 
His face no longer showed any signs of pain, in fact his expression was one of bliss. | kept pumping, the bed 
kept squeaking. | smiled as | leaned down to rest my forehead against his. | kissed his lips lightly. | could feel 
that knot in my stomach getting tighter and tighter. 

"Babe." | sighed, my mouth against his cheek | pulled out of him and stood up, he slid off the end of the bed, 
onto his knees and | grunted a halted, quiet grunt as my hips bucked forward and | came into his mouth. | 
sighed long and low. After a moment, | pushed him back onto the bed and knelt again before him. | pumped his 
cock with my hand again, sucking in only his head, swirling my tongue around it. His hands clutched at my hair 
as his hips rose off the bed 


"D, please. Fuck!" He grunted as he came. | let it slide down my throat and then returned my tongue to the tip 
to clean off any that | missed. 


| climbed into bed with him, pulling him close. "Babe." 
"You have no idea what it means to me that you came out here." 


| pushed his hair off his neck and buried my face there. "Means about as much as you wanting me here, I'd 


imagine." 


In the morning, we were rudely awakened by Taylor's phone ringing. His ringtone was Fat Bottomed Girls. Should 
| take that personally? 


Tay grumbled and cursed and stretched while | was already on my feet, looking for the fucking thing 

"T, where the fuck is your phone?" 

"Check my shorts" 

| found it in the pocket and looked at the screen. "Drew." 

| tossed it to him and he called Drew back "lm not gonna make it. Go on without me. ll meet ya in Philly. Yeah, 


its cool. Me and D hung out with the dude that owns the place where D is staying. Got wasted. I'll have D 


drive me or I'll get a car. Kay, see you there." 


"They leaving?" 
"Yeah. Road trip to Philly?" he asked me. 

"In that goddamn car? No fucking way, dude" 
"Come on, please?" he pouted. 

"Aw, fuck" | groaned, 


He smiled his huge smile at me and put his arms around my neck He kissed my cheek and said, "Thank you! 


This is gonna be fun!" 

| looked at our clothes scattered on the floor. "Hey Tay?" 

"Hm?" 

"You don't have any other clothes." 

He shrugged. "Whatever, I'll take a shower and throw those on" 

"They're gross, dude.” | thought for a minute. "Go get a shower. I'll find something for you." 


He was too elated about our pending adventure to even think twice. He hopped off the bed and bounced into 
the bathroom. 


| threw on my t-shirt and jeans and padded barefoot down to the dining room where | found Bob the previous 


morning. 

"Morning Bob!" | smiled. 

"Not so loud! | got a ridiculous fucking headache." 

"Sorry." | whispered. "Here's the thing, my friend.. he drank too much too. Threw up on his clothes, the fucking 
lightweight. You look to be around the same size, what's the chances he can borrow a pair of pants and a 
shirt?" 

"He got sick? Aw man, he didn't fuck up the carpet or nothing, did he?" 


"No, no. Not at all." 


"Good. The wife'll -" 


"Kill you, | know. | got you, Bob." 
"Okay, here. Stay here, I'll be back" 


| drank some coffee while | waited for him to come back. After several minutes, he returned with a few folded 


up items. 

"Thanks, man. | appreciate this. We're on our way to Philly.’ 

"Well, Dave. It was a real pleasure having you and your boyfr- Taylor. We really hope you'll come by again" 
| cringed. | tried to thank him again and | stuttered. 

"Son, | mean it. Come by again any time. You're always welcome here." 

| swallowed. "Thank you very much, Bob." 


T was sitting on the edge of the bed when | returned. | handed him the stack of clothes and noticed my hands 


were shaking. 

"What's with you?" 

"Bob just called you my boyfriend" 

"What, do you feel rushed?" He winked. 

"No, just." | shook like | had the creeps. "Weird." 


He unfolded the clothes and grumbled when he noticed what Bob had given him. A pair of ripped jean shorts 
and a KC and the Sunshine Band t-shirt which looked, even for T, about three sizes too small. 


"You said you loved seventies music." | said as | laughed my ass off. 
"Fuck me." he groaned. 


| laughed even harder when he finished putting them on. He looked like a fanboy gone horribly wrong. | pulled 
out my phone and snapped a picture of him. 


"You're a fucking dick, man." 
"Hey, you got me to drive you to Philly today. | get to have a little fun with this hot mess." 


Somewhere around New Brunswick, New Jersey, | had to stop to put gas in the shitty little car. | handed T 


some cash and said, "Get me a drink and a pack of cigarettes, please?" 

"Are you out of your fucking mind?" 

"What?" 

"Im not getting out of this car, Dave” 

| chuckled. "Come on, it's not that bad 

"Get the fuck outta here.” 

| looked at him for a moment, the wheels turning, 

"Tell you what, You sache your hot ass in there for me and Ill do whatever you want to do tonight 
"Whatever | want? We're not talking about going to a Phillies game, right? We're talking... whatever | want 
| held out my hand for him to shake. "Deal?" 

"Deal" he replied, taking my hand 


| handed him the cash and watched him get out of the car. He stood up and pulled the big denim wedgie out of 


his ass before he affected his best, sluttiest walk into the convenience store. | smirked, shaking my head. 


It was around 1:00 in the afternoon when we arrived at the hotel Taylor was booked in. | took mercy on him 


and ran in to find Drew or Chris to get his clothes off the bus. He waited in the car in the parking garage. 


"| don't understand why you're making a big fuss anyway." | told him when | came back with his bag. "You look 
hot, baby. Own it.” 


"| fucking hate you right now." he grumbled. 


| threw my own bag over my shoulder and waiting while he put an ugly pair of board shorts on and a bigger 


t-shirt. | followed him into the hotel and leaned against the counter next to him as he checked in. 
| started singing very quietly, "That's the way, uh huh, uh huh, | like it." 
He snapped his head in my direction and gave me the stinkeye. 


Walking across the lobby to the elevator, | sang very loudly, "I wanna put on my, my, my, my, my boogie 


shoes!" 


"Never going to live this down" He said sadly. "All for a good fuck." 
‘I'm sure you've done worse for a good fuck." 
"Not off the top of my head." 


"Well, luckily for you, we've got all kinds of time to change that" | said as | put my arm around his shoulders. 


Once we got settled in the room, Taylor left to find the rest of his band. 
"Can | call my sister and just tell her where | am at least?" | asked before he left. 


"Course you can. And thanks for asking me." He kissed me quickly and was out the door. 


| sat at the desk and chatted with Lis for a while. | told her about Woodstock and about Bob. | said we were in 
Philadelphia and that | planned on coming home tomorrow but hadn't broken the news to T yet. She gave me 
shit for keeping this from Mom and | explained that | didn't want to but had to respect Taylor's wishes. 

‘Safe travels, bro. Call me when you get home. Tell TI said hello." 


‘| will. Love you, sis.” 


| found myself pacing the hotel room, fingers playing with my mustache when T returned. He walked into the 
room with a black shopping bag in his hand. He noticed my telltale signs of nervousness. 


"What's wrong?" 

“What's in the bag?" 

"| asked you first! 

"Im taller, older and your boss’ 

"That's what's wrong?" 

"No, that means answer my question first? 


"No." He set the bag down on the sofa and walked away from it, toward the bathroom. | started toward it 
when he pivoted. "On second thought..". And he grabbed it and took it with him. 


"Shit" | mumbled. 


"What are you anxious about, D?" He called from the bathroom. 

"What makes you think I'm anxious about something?" | asked, standing next to the closed door. 

"Fourteen years." Was his reply, indicating how very well he knew me. 

‘Lis gave me shit about keeping this from Mom. 

The door opened. "That's not why you're anxious. You want to tell your mother but are afraid to ask me." 
His theory was confirmed when my hand flew up to my mustache. Fuck me, | was gonna have to work on that. 
"Give me more time, okay? | gotta tell my family too." 

| nodded, 

"Now, if you would be so kind as to accompany me into the bedroom, | have a deal to cash in on" 

That bag was making me anxious now but | eagerly followed him. 

‘I'm gonna need you to get naked, please." 

| stood , staring at him. 


"Aw, D, are you scared? That's so sweet" He chuckled as he approached me. He put his arms around me. 


"Don't you trust me?" 
sais 

His mouth curled into a sneer. "Smart man. Do it anyway" 

| watched him as | slowly undressed. He then pulled a pink, frilly dress from the bag 
"Put this on” 


Ah, revenge was his game. Okay, | can do this. | took the dress and pulled down over my head. He snapped a 
picture. | rolled my eyes. 


"Weak, Hawkins. | said whatever you want and you put me in a dress?" 


The fact that he merely smiled frightened me. He pulled a white, satin scarf from the bag. "Turn around 


please." 


Oh, no. Oh, no. Oh, no. | felt my stomach sink as he knotted the scarf around my head, over my eyes. | felt him 


withdraw away from me. 
"Te" 


"Shh" As he pulled both of my hands behind my back | felt another scarf get wound around my wrists. My 
body went rigid with fear. "What's the matter, my darling?" He asked in a mocking tone. 


"T, | don't know if-" 


"Shhh" He hissed in my ear and soothingly pet my hair. "Careful, now." He said in that soft voice that could 
turn me to jello. Then me bent me over the bed so my head and shoulders are against the mattress. He held 
my hips up so | knew he wanted me to keep that position 


"Tay." | whispered. 
"You're fine." He said from nowhere near me. 


| was fighting myself to stay calm. | was oddly turned on but in turmoil because Taylor had complete control 
over me. His hand on the back of my thigh, pushing the dress up made me jolt in surprise. Then | felt his 
mouth on my ass, giving it a little kiss. Okay, | like this. Not so scary. | let out a groan when it felt his tongue 
on my balls. Then | heard a low, buzzing hum. 


"Is that what | think it is???" | yelled, trying to squirm away. 


"Shh." He stroked one hand soothingly down my thigh. Then he pressed the vibrator against my balls. | 
shuddered. He kept it there when next | felt his wet, warm tongue on my ass. | wanted to fight against it, 
somehow wiggle away for | knew what was coming but goddamn, it just felt so fucking good. But what | 
expected to happen next didn't, at least not then. After a few more minutes of driving me crazy, he withdrew. 
| was panting now, beginning to understand his game. It wasn't just revenge. His goal was to get me off through 


humiliation and submission. Two things | was never very keen on My little Taylor is a sadist! I'm fucked. 
| shrieked when | felt a hard stinging slap against the back of my thighs. "What the fuck was that?" 
"This?" Another slap. 


"Goddamn you." Another slap, harder this time. Something leather. Whip? Then a very light one, several very 
light, feathery slaps up my thighs onto my ass. The light, teasing slaps continued when his tongue returned to 
my ass, he slowly pushed it just inside. | sighed a single halting, shuddering sigh. He withdrew again, that in 
itself was maddening. 


"Ready?" | heard him ask. 


| exhaled. "Yes." 

"Say please. Beg me." 

| wanted to but couldn't find my voice. A hard slap against my thighs. "| said beg me." 

"Taylor." | muttered. 

"Taylor what?" Another slap. 

"Goddamn it!" 

"That's not begging. You suck at this." Yet another, very hard slap. 

| shrieked. "Shit fuck!" 

Then | felt his breath on my cheek. "It's simple, really. Please. Just say it.” 

"Please, please, Tay." | whispered, my voice breaking. | suddenly felt ashamed, broken. My breathing hitched as | 
felt a lump in my throat. | felt something cold and wet spill onto my ass. Then | felt his hands open me and his 
thighs against the back of my thighs, the head of his cock bumping against me. Slowly he pushed in. | braced, 
waiting for that pain that | imagined | would feel. Taylor didn't wait however, he continued to push into me, 
stretching me. And | found the pain exquisitely intoxicating. My own dick was throbbing and | realized | was 
going to come. 


"Tay! Fuck me harder please!" | growled as | released. 


"That's my Davey, let it out now." And he rewarded me by petting my hair and quickening his rhythm until he 


pulled out of me and groaned my name. | felt his come on my lower back. 


When he unwrapped my wrists, | quickly removed the scarf from my eyes, wiping away the tears | did not 
want him to see. 


You Got Me Floating 


Author's Notes: 
*"Secret track" at the very end of Better You Than Me. 


"Are you okay?" Taylor ran his hands up my back, shoving the dress off my body for me. | hadn't made any 
attempt to move from the bed and | was afraid to pick my head up, afraid he would see just what he'd done 
to me. 

"Fine." | mumbled. 


"D, why didn't you make me stop?" He asked quietly. "I didn't mean to hurt you." 


"You didn't hurt me. | just..l'm just overwhelmed. How long you been thinking about doing that to me?" | finally 
met his gaze. 


"Thirteen years and a few months." He grinned. He reached a hand toward my face and wiped a stray tear 


away. "| love you." 
| let him pull me into his arms. | curled into him and let him stroke my hair and gently rock me. 
We took a long, hot shower together. He washed my hair and my back. | marveled at the way he had gone 


from being so forceful and dominating to so warm and tender. He was standing in front of me, his focus on 


washing the shampoo from my hair, when | pulled him against me. | kissed his mouth as the water ran over 


both of us. 


"| love you so much." | murmured against his mouth. | felt the corners of his mouth twist into a smile against 


mine. 

"I know you do, babe." 

‘lm going home tomorrow." | said as | pulled back to look into his eyes. 

"I know. | knew you wouldn't stay with me the entire two weeks. I'm just glad you came out." 
"ll come meet you again when you get closer to home." 


"im home now. " He said quietly. 


| left the hotel at 9:00 the following morning, choosing to take a commercial flight back to LA. | had avoided 


the voice messages from Pat, Nate and Chris all wondering where | was. Now, | had some lying to do. 


| called Pat first. "Hey, man. Sorry | was off the grid for a couple days. | flew out to New York to see T's show 
at the Woodstock site." 


"Oh, that must have been cool. | would have liked to see that." 

‘Sorry, | didn't think to ask. Kind of a last minute decision." 

"Dave, | know you're avoiding something. You think it's going to shock everyone and cause problems. Its nothing 
we don't already know. You love each other, it's cool. And | won't ever mention this again unless you want to 
talk about it" 

My heart rate picked up, panicking that someone knew. "l..Pat. can't. But thank you." 


"See ya in a couple days." 


My conversation with Nate went similarly. Chris just wanted to know when the benefit was so he could 


schedule Peasants shows around it. 

| passed the time over the next week spending my afternoons with Lisa or Pat. | met my friend Lemmy for a 
few drinks one night. The time away from Taylor was getting to me. | was cranky and decided getting wasted 
with Lem was a really good idea We sat together at the bar in the Rainbow Room, throwing back shot after 
shot of Crown. 

"You're keeping up with me tonight, what's wrong with you?" 

"Miss my Tay." | mumbled. 

"So? Where is he?" 

| don't fucking remember. New Orleans, Austin. What the fuck ever." 

Saying too much, saying too much! The last sober cell in my brain was screaming at me. 

As if on cue, my phone started ringing. "Babe?" | mumbled into it. 


"D, are you drunk?" He knew after | said one word. One goddamn word! 


"Yep, that's a strong possibility.” 


"Where are you?" 

"Out" 

"Where?" 

"Just out. Dont worry, love." 
"Dave, what's going on?" 


"Nothing, love. Me and Lemmy got some drinking to do. | gotta go." And | hung up. Sober me wondered why | 
just did that. Drunk me patted me on the back. Atta boy, Davey. That'll show him. 


| looked around, disoriented. It felt like there was a twenty pound bowling ball inside my skull. Where the fuck 


was |? And where the fuck were my clothes? | slowly stood up, stepping on a soft, moving lump. 

"Oww!" It grumbled. 

"Sorry" 

It turned and | realized it was a girl. | grabbed the first thing within reach and covered myself. A magazine. 
Things started coming back to me as | stood staring down at this girl. | got drunk with Lemmy. This tiny 
apartment is a shit hole. Must be Lem's. Taylor called me. | gave him a hard time then hung up on him. And he 
didn't call me back. He didn't call me back! | stepped over the girl, needing to find my clothes and get the fuck 
out of there. | started pulling my jeans on. 

"Did we..um.." 

She giggled. 


Fuck, what have | done? 


"No. We tried but you..well, you were emotional. This Taylor girl better not fuck up again or I'll come find her 
and kick her ass for you." 


"I told you about him? | mean her. Told you about her?" 
"Yep, had a big fight you said." 


"Yeah, probably gonna get worse now." 


"Sorry, hope she knows how lucky she is." The girl yawned and layed back down on the floor. 

| didnt bother trying to find Lemmy. | didn't care to see him if he was in the same condition as me, frankly. | 
found my phone in my pocket and saw that there was a voice message waiting. | was afraid to listen to it, 
assuming it would be T screaming at me. | checked it anyway. What | heard reduced me to tears. I'm an 
asshole who doesn't deserve someone so fucking true and honest and real. 

He didn't scream, he didn't yell or call me a name. But | heard the pain in his voice so distinctly when he sang: 
"A perfect day never goes away. Some things get to stay forever. The sun don't shine, but | don't really care. 
Its just another kind of weather. Cause when I'm miles away, l'm still next to you. When I'm miles away, l'm 
still next to you." 

| waited until the cab dropped me off at home to dial his number. 

"Dave?" He sounded awful. 

"Did | wake you?" 

"Yeah." 

"m sorry. | was a total asshole last night. | am so sorry | did that." 

"You were drunk. It happens. Tell me why you went and got wasted" 

"| miss you. | was angry at you for what you did in Philly.” 

"| told you | didn't mean to hurt you. | thought..." 

"What? Thought what?" 

"I thought it would show you that | am not just your little bitch." His voice was so low | could barely hear him. 
"| don't think that about you." 


"Come on, everybody thinks that about me and Jesus, if they find out we're together...” 


"You're afraid of how it will make you look like the weaker one of the relationship because you're the sweet, 


beautiful one of the two of us. lm the loud, obnoxious one." 
"Yeah, something like that. So | wanted you to know what it feels like to be vulnerable." 


| laughed bitterly. "You think | don't know how it feels to be vulnerable?" 


"I think you do now." His voice sounded more confident. "I also think that you never felt better about us than 
you did in Philly and that's why you're angry that I'm not there now. That song | left on your voicemail, that's 
about you, if you couldn't figure it out. " 


| sighed. He was right. He was always fucking right when it came to figuring me out. "I'm sorry for being a 


dick." 
"Make it up to me tomorrow in Vegas." 


| would crawl to Las Vegas if he told me to. | had a lot of making up to do. | fucked up hard. | got to the Hard 
Rock at noon. Tay wouldn't get in until around two, he said. | had to do something special for him. But | was 
coming up empty on ideas. What do you do to make up for being a total dick to your dude drummer that you 
have a secret relationship with? Then it came to me. He needs me to be vulnerable. Fuck it, | can do vulnerable. 
A girl from Hard Rock gave me her card when | checked in A hostess, she called herself. | took it out of my 


pocket, uncrumpled it and called the number printed on it. 

“This is Dani." 

"Um, hi. ts Dave Grohl. | checked in a little while ago..." 

‘Of course, what can | do for you?" 

"| need a favor. | need help arranging a surprise for my friend” 

| met T in the lobby. | sat, nervously feeding a slot machine (and losing) until | saw him come through the door. 
My stomach flip-flopped as | watched him. His hair was a couple inches shorter, he wore black and orange 
shorts and a white t-shirt with the sleeves cut out. And mirrored sunglasses which he moved to the top of 
his head upon entering the building. He started toward the desk when Dani approached him. 

"Mr. Hawkins?" 

"Yes?" 

| have a message for you." 

"Okay." 

She opened up a folded piece of paper and read it. | made her recite the verses of That's the Way | Like It. She 
got halfway through when he realized what she was reading. He started looking around. | smiled at him when he 


spotted me. | met him halfway and he hugged me. 


"| should always go farther than halfway for you." | whispered in his ear. "I won't let you down again" 


"You're a fucking idiot" 

"Good to see you too, babe." 

The rest of the band looked confused until they watched us hug. It was slowly dawning on me that actual 
words were probably no longer necessary in telling the people around us. They just knew. Taylor didn't even 
bother keeping up the pretense by checking into his own room. He asked me where mine was. Once inside the 
closed door, he dropped his bag and took my face in his hands. He pulled me against him and kissed me hard. | 
wrapped my arms around him. His lips were crushing mine, his tongue was greedy. He pushed me down onto 


the sofa. 


"Babe." | sighed when he dropped on top of me. His hands slid under my shirt. His rough calluses raking across 


my stomach. 

"| missed you so much." He said with a hoarse, raw voice. 

| missed you." 

"| want you. Now." He said as his hands started unbuttoning my jeans. 
| put my hands on his to still them. "Shh." | hissed. 

He pouted when he looked into my eyes. "What?" 


"There's all night for that. | just want to be near you for a while. | know it's corny but | miss hanging out and 


just bullshitting with you." 

He backed up and sat on his knees on the sofa, looking embarrassed. "I'm sorry." 

"Don't be sorry. It's a lot better than what | expected you to do to me. | thought you'd want to kick my ass." 
"I do. But | have the element of surprise on my side. And a whip." 

"Shit" 

He laughed. "I'm hungry. Come on, love, buy me lunch." 


"Pink Taco?" T asked and then giggled like a 14 year old. | laughed too, more at him than the silly name of the 


restaurant. 
The hostess, a beautiful girl with a name tag that said Lucky on it, stared at us. "You're the Foo Fighters!" 


"Nah, impersonators. There's a new show at MGM" 


"No, there isn’t! You're them! | mean you. You're you. 
"You're you" | smiled at her. Damn, she was cute. 

Tay cleared his throat 

"Oh! Sorry, just a little star struck" She blushed "Let me find you a table. Follow me 

| elbowed T as we walked behind her and flicked my chin toward her ass. 

He rolled his eyes. 

"Jealous" | whispered 

We decided to play some blackjack after lunch and found a $10 table with two open seats. The other guys at 


the table were only too happy to take our money. | sucked at this game. | always wanted to hit. And always 


went over. 
Tay laughed at me. "Stop hitting, dude." 
"| can't!" 


He shook his head at me. 


Later on, back in the room, Tay flopped down on the sofa and picked up the TV remote. He sprawled out, his 
feet up on the table. | laid down next to him and put my head in his lap. He was flipping through the channels 
when his free hand settled on my head, fingers playing with my hair. | turned onto my back and looked up at 
him. He tore his eyes off the TV and smiled down at me. He rested his hand on my forehead. 


‘Hi 


"Hi, yourself." And he bent to kiss me. We continued kissing, hands petting, exploring as we moved so that Tay 

was laying on top of my chest. My hands slid up the back of his shirt to rub his back. He started kissing my 

neck and jaw while one of his hands slid between us and unbuttoned my jeans. He stood up and undressed and 

then pulled me up. He lifted my shirt over my head. He didn't immediately work on removing my pants, instead 
ran his hands over my chest. Then he placed his lips on the tattoo above my heart. He traced it with his 


tongue. 
"Why did you cut your hair?" | whispered as | ran my fingers through the golden silkiness. 


"Got gum in it" He replied against my chest. 


| laughed softly. | let my hands slid down his back, fingertips brushing lightly down his spine. | bent my head to 


whisper in his ear, "I want you." 

He shivered in my arms. His hands pushed my jeans off my hips. | stepped out of them and he pulled me 
against his erection. The delicious friction made me groan | turned him around and pressed my chest to his 
back, running my hands down his chest and stomach before taking his cock in one hand while planting light 
kisses on the back of his neck. My own cock pressed against his ass. 

"Fuck me, D, please." He sighed. 

| bent him over the sofa and slipped to my knees. | sank my teeth into his ass cheek. 


"Ow! Asshole!" 


With a snicker, | ran my tongue up from his balls to the small of his back. | gently massaged them in my hand 
while | pushed my tongue inside of him. 


He wimpered and said, "Now, please." 

"Patience, my love." | replied as | reached up and ran my hand across his smooth, flat stomach. A deliciously 
petulant grunt escaped his lips. He had no idea that my goal was to get him to beg me without commanding it 
of him. And it was working. | stood up and pushed his back down further as | slid inside of him. | pushed myself 
in deep and began with long, slow thrusts. He responded by pushing back against me. One of his lanky, strong 
arms braced himself against the sofa while the other reached behind him, his fingers clutching my thigh. | 
pulled out of him and sat down. 


"Come here." 


| pulled him on top of my lap so he was straddling me. He lowered himself on to me and started grinding. | 
pulled him down into a kiss while | stroked his cock in my hand. 


"Babe." | groaned. | tried to pull him off of me, assuming he wouldn't want to still be on me when | came. But 
he wouldn't let me pull him off, he kept grinding until my hips bucked upward and | released inside of him with 
a long growl. He pulled my head toward him and kissed me. | continued stroking him in my hand, harder and 
faster until he thrust his hips forward and came against my stomach. 

"You are so fucking amazing." | told him. 

"Yeah, | am." He said with a grin. He kissed my forehead. "Love you, D" 


| was sitting on the balcony, enjoying a smoke and a beer, when T slid the door open 


‘Shower's all yours." He said as he put his arms around my shoulders and kissed my temple. 


| inhaled deeply, he smelled of grapefruit and coconut. "Thanks. Soon as l'm done." 

He sat next to me and after a few minutes of comfortable silence | asked,"How's the quitting going?" 
"Real good until | fell asleep with gum in my mouth." 

"Better than falling asleep with a cigarette in your mouth." 

"A truer word never spoken" He said with a nod. 

‘| like the shorter hair. Very sexy." | ran my hand over it. 

"The ladies are enjoying it. Maybe I'll keep it like this.” 

"Oh yeah? The ladies?" 


"Yep, check it out.." He jumped up and ran inside. He returned with a plastic bag of various women's 


undergarments. 
"Why do you have these?" 


"I think it might be Chris' not so subtle way of trying to make sure | still play on his team. He's been saving 


them after each show. These are my favorites." He held up a huge, yellowed pair of white Grannie panties. 
"Ugh, that's fucking foul, dude. Come on, put that shit away!" 

He laughed and flung them over the railing. We leaned over and watched them fall to the street below. Then he 
held the bag open for me. | pulled out a bright orange thong. | stretched it between two index fingers and 
launched it. T pulled out a black lace bra and held it against his chest. 

"You don't have enough to fill that out." | commented. Over the railing it went. 

We did this until there was one item left. A pair of red silk crotchless panties. "Oh, hold onto those." 

"Sick bastard." Tay called me as he crumpled them into a ball and tossed them. 

We leaned over and had a look at our handiwork all over the ground. There must have been two or three 
dozen down there. We both gasped and ducked when a uniformed man stepped out onto the sidewalk and looked 
up. We were laughing so hard as we crawled back inside and slid the door closed. We laid on the floor on our 


backs, giggling like idiots. | reached over and slapped T on his bare stomach. 


"Owl" He groaned, still laughing. 


| stood up and checked the time. "T, it's almost midnight. I'm gonna get a shower then we gotta get some sleep. 


Early morning tomorrow." 

"Soundcheck's not until two." 

"I have something planned." 

"You do? What?" 

"Not telling." 

The smile on his face was a mile wide. He hugged me and said,"Whatever it is, I'm sure | will love it" 
"| hope so." 


A car picked us up at 1:30 and drove us to a small hangar near the airport. | watched Taylor, waiting for his 


reaction. 
"What are we doing here?" 
"You don't get it yet?" 


Then a man in a blue jumpsuit approached us. "Hi, I'm Dan, I'll be your instructor and partner. What a great day 


for me! Skydiving with the Foo Fighters!” 

Tay lurched forward, | automatically reached for him. 

"Surprise!" | smiled. 

"D, | don't know..." He stammered, all the color drained from his face. 

"You can do it. We'll do it together, buddy." | put my hand against his lower back and urged him forward. 
After being fitted into jumpsuits and a short instructional lesson, we were up in the air with Dan strapped to 
my back and another instructor, Brian, strapped to Taylor. He looked scared as shit but he never backed out. 
He looked into my eyes and | squeezed his hand. | mouthed the words "I love you." 

Dan made me go first. | took one last look at T before Dan pushed us out the door. My stomach lodged itself 
in my throat as we tumbled toward earth. | felt my mouth curl into a smile. This was awesome! Dan tapped 
my shoulder and pointed to our left. T and Brian had decided to join us. He was finally smiling and flipped me 


off. | laughed. Dan and Brian opened the chutes and we floated peacefully to the ground. | could not get 
unhooked from Dan fast enough. | scrambled to my feet and rushed Tay, tackling him to the ground. We 


tumbled and rolled, giggling like little girls. 
"That was fucking insane!" He screamed. 


"I thought you were gonna barf up there!" 


‘I'm so glad you did this." Then he glanced over my shoulder at the instructors, making sure they were out of 


ear shot. "Thank you, | loved it" He said quietly. 


A Mack Truck Couldn't Get Rid of Me 


Taylor's POV 

It was eleven o'clock in the morning the day after our show at the Hard Rock Time to leave Vegas. On to 
Phoenix. | had Phoenix, Portland and San Diego left before | could go home to Dave. He left me earlier in the 
morning. He woke me by pulling me into his arms and whispering in my ear. 

"I love you. I'm going home. See you in five days." 

"Stay a little longer." | whined as | slid my hand down his chest. 


"Make it worth my while" He whispered. 


So | did. | pushed him onto his back and pulled the blankets over my head as | settled between his thighs and 


took him in my mouth. 

| sat up against the pillows watching him pack. "Call me later, okay?" 
"Course. I'll call you when | get home." 

"Thank you for coming out again. And for skydiving. That was awesome." 
"Thank you for not whipping me." He smirked. 


| expected to hear from him by now. The flight is less than two hours. | tried to stuff that worried thought 
to the back of my mind and boarded the bus. | sat down next to Drew. 


"Dave go home?" 

"Yes, early this morning. Should have called by now" 

"Maybe he just forgot. Got busy or something" 

"Maybe" | repeated. But not fucking likely. 

About an hour into our ride to Phoenix, my phone finally rang. Only it was Nate, not Dave. "Nate?" 
"Taylor, where are you?" | didn't like the tone of his voice. 


"On the road, going to Arizona. Why, what happened to him?" 


Silence. 

"Nate!" 

"There was an accident, T." 

The contents of my stomach splashed onto the floor. Drew put an arm around my shoulders. 
"Taylor, what the fuck?" 

"Tay, you still there?" 

"How? What happened?" 

"Guy ran a red light. T, he's only asking for you. Ya gotta get here now." 

"He's awake??" | sighed. | thought Nate was telling me | lost him. 

"Yeah, pretty fucked up but awake." 


It took four hours to get to LA. The longest fucking four hours of my life. Chris and Drew tried to calm me 


down but | was out of my mind. 
"You guys know that we're together, right?" That was how | broke the news to my band mates. 
"Kind of had a feeling.” 


| made the driver take the bus right to the hospital. | ran inside and saw Dave's mother and sister, Nate, Pat 
and Chris. 


‘Oh, Taylor." His mother pulled me into her arms. | was instantly annoyed at the delay but | put my arms 


around her. Lisa came over and removed her, smiling weakly at me. 


"He's in surgery, T. Couldn't wait for you any longer. He's gonna be fine. They have to reset his leg and patch 
up his ribs and shoulder." 


| sunk into a chair. | tried to hold it together but | felt tears coming and five pairs of eyes on me. 


"Let's get a coffee." Pat said as he squeezed my shoulder. | let him pull me up and lead me away, down the hall. 
We went outside and he handed me a cigarette. 


| quit." | said absentmindedly. 


"Not today" 


| looked up at his kind smile and lost it. | clutched at him as | pushed my face into his chest and sobbed. | felt 


his arms encircle me and hold me. 

"| should have been here. | should have let him tell his mother. She doesn't even know!" 
"Know what?" 

| pulled back | stared up, forgetting that he didn't either. Then he smiled. He knew. 

"T, he's gonna be just fine” 


"But what if he wasn't? She needs to know. You all need to hear it from us. He wanted to Tell you and | was 


scared. That's bullshit though. Losing him should be the only thing I'm scared of" 
"Relax, hon. No rash decisions right now." 


Three hours later, the doctor confirmed the surgery went well and Dave was waking up. His mother jumped up 


to go see him. 

"Mom, let T go with you." Lisa said. "D wanted to see him, remember?" 

| gave Lisa a long look of gratitude. Virginia took my hand. One look at my strong, confident, beautiful Dave 
laying, battered and broken, in a hospital bed was more than | could handle. | vomited again, into a trash can 
this time. 

"Pussy." Dave whispered from his bed. 

"David!" 

"Mom, this is one way to get me to sit still." 

"Oh! Stop joking!" And she cried. 


He reached for me. | took his hand and rubbed my cheek against it, gazing into his eyes. 


"Mom," he began, still looking at me. "I want you to meet the person l'm gonna spend the rest of my life 


loving." 
"Okay, dear. Soon as we get you home and better." 


"No need. He's right here." 


My eyes grew wide as | turned to Virginia. 

She looked confused as her eyes narrowed in on Dave's hand in mine. "Dave, are you saying that..?" 
When | turned back to him, he appeared to have drifted off. | had to wonder. 

"Taylor?" 

| nodded. 

"So you're together?" 

| nodded again. 

"How long?" 


| couldn't tell yet how she felt about it so | answered cautiously. "Just a couple weeks. Its not a decision we 


made lightly." 

She smiled sadly. "You poor boy. You must have been so scared when Nate called you." 

Another nod. "The only recurring thought | had was how much time | had wasted being afraid. All those years | 
felt something else for him and being scared to tell him, going through the motions, keeping up pretenses. And 
now, after only a couple short weeks, | could have lost him. Part of me wanted to be happy that | had those 
couple weeks. But to be honest, | just kept beating myself up for being a pussy and not telling him sooner." 


She put an arm around my shoulders. "He's going to be fine, dear. He'll be up and around in no time, driving the 


rest of us crazy." 
"l'm sorry we didn't tell you sooner." 


She laughed. "Oh, there's nothing to tell. You've been part of the family for years. All that matters is that the 
two of you are happy." 


"See?" Dave hoarsely whispered. "My Mom is badass." 
| squeezed his hand and smiled. "Faker" 
‘lm going to give the boys an update and send them home for some rest. I'll leave you two alone." 


| lowered my head, examining the specks in the marble floor. "| thought | lost you." | said quietly. 


"A Mack truck couldn't get rid of me." 
"D, be serious for a minute. | was so scared" 


"| am being serious. Babe, | ain't going nowhere. This life | got with you, I'm gonna hold onto it pretty fucking 
tight" 


| started to cry again. Dammit, | AM a pussy. 

His fingers lightly touched my face, wiping the tears away. "I'm sorry | worried you." 
"Oh my God, D. You got hit by a car and you're apologizing to me?" 

"It was a truck. A Mack truck. | wasn't kidding," 

"Wait, you got hit by a fucking truck? On the bike?" 

He nodded 


"Jesus fucking Christ!" | raked my fingers through my hair. | stood up. | sat back down. | looked around the 


room. 
He laughed softly then started coughing. "Shit, Hawkins, stop making me laugh." 

Dave spent the next eleven days in the hospital. Lisa, Chris and | brought him home on a Friday. As soon as 
Dave was settled on the couch, Chris took off. | walked Lisa out to her car and pulled her into my embrace. "I 
cant thank you enough, Lis, for everything but mostly for your acceptance and support" 


‘| love you, T. Anything you need, you just call" 


| was nervous. Invalid Dave was going to be a real handful. As if on cue, | heard him calling my name 


repeatedly. 
"What?" | snapped at him as | returned to the room 

"Beer and smoke, beer and smoke!" 

"No beer, you're on meds. And gotta go outside to smoke so let's go" 

| was in the kitchen gathering food to take outside to the grill when Dave called from the deck 


I'm coming, hold your water!" 


When | set the vegetable and chicken kabobs on the grill and turned back to him, he said,"You're staying, 
right?" 


"What do you mean? Course | am, you need help until the cast comes off" 

"No, | mean for good. Live here with me." 

My knees wobbled and my breath came up short. | couldn't find any words so | simply stared at him. 

"Unless you don't want to." 

| scratched my chin. "Well, | mean, what about my place?" 

"Okay, as soon as this fucking cast comes off, I'll move in with you." 

"You cant do that. You worked so hard to get this house." 

"You worked equally hard to get your house. It doesn't matter to me. My home is wherever Taylor Hawkins is." 


"You have a better pool and that snazzy coffee machine." | said with a grin. | crossed the deck and kissed him. 


Hf | Didn't Have You 


Back to Dave's POV. 

Taylor was sleeping against my good side. His head was against my shoulder and his arm across my stomach. | 
did my best to slide out from under him and hobble to the bathroom. | grabbed the little bottle of Vicodin 
from the bedside table. 

| was pouring the pills into the toilet when | heard, "What the fuck are you doing, D?" 

"Getting rid of them. Don't want them." 

"You might regret that decision" 

| won't. Go back to bed" 

"Come with me. Here, let me help.” 

"| don't need your help! | got in here, | can get out" 

His face rippled for a moment. Shit. 

‘I'm sorry, | don't mean to yell at you. l'm just getting frustrated" 


"| understand." and he turned and left. 


| sat down on the bed and swung my leg up and laid back against the pillows. T immediately snuggled up against 


me and | put my good arm around him. 

"You've been so patient with me. I'm sorry for being a dick sometimes." | whispered and kissed his hair. 

"No worries. lm sure I'd be ten times worse." 

"Yeah, probably." | smirked. 

He pinched my nipple. Then | felt his lips against my neck, kissing me, licking me, nibbling me. | moaned softly and 
rubbed his back, encouraging him. His hand was inside the elastic waist of my shorts, pushing them off my 
hips. He got up on his knees alongside of me and managed to pull the shorts over my cast. Then he ran his 


tongue up my good thigh until he was lapping at my balls. 


"God damn you." | sighed. | raked my fingers through his hair, noticing that it was a bit longer than | 


remembered. 


He held onto my cock with one hand and lowered his mouth, taking me into it. It was wet and warm and oh, so 
fucking good. | let my head fall back against the pillows and closed my eyes. My hands pushed his head farther 
into me while | tried to push my hips up. Wasn't very easy. His tongue was making wet circles around the head 
of my cock while his hand pumped hard and fast. Then he took his shoulder and nudged my good thigh as far 
open as it would go. He dipped his head low and ran his tongue over my ass. A shuddering grunt passed 
through my gritted teeth. He returned his attention to my dick and ran his tongue up the length of it before 
putting his lips around it again. He sucked me hard and fast and | felt my orgasm coming on quickly. | gripped 
his head again and groaned, "Baby, please don't stop!" 


| came into his mouth and he kept sucking. "Fuuuuck!" | sighed. 


He laughed softly. 


The boys came over to visit, having not seen me since | was inpatient. They walked into the living room and 


Chris said, "Dude, you look like you got hit by a Mack truck" 


We laughed so fucking hard. All five of us. | grabbed my ribs and said, "Shit, shit. Shifty, you're a dick. Ow, my 
fucking ribs." 


Nate and Tay made dinner and we all sat outside around the table, eating and bullshitting. | watched each one 
of them. Their easiness, their smiles. Tay was laughing and he looked so happy. 


"You guys?" | said loudly, getting their attention When they stopped and looked at me, | went on. "You've all 
been so great, not bringing up the obvious. But | want to tell you now. Me and T are like..." 


"Fucking, we know. Get over it" Nate said. 

Again, laughter erupted. 

"You don't care? Any of you?" T asked. 

"What's gonna change? It's not like you're gonna blow each other on stage, are you?" 

| cocked an eyebrow. "Well." 

‘It was a long time coming. As long as you're both happy, who the fuck cares?" Pat spoke up. 
"Thanks, Pat. Thank you all. And as soon as | get this cast off, we're gonna start working, okay?" 


We sat around drinking beer and bullshitting all night. Chris finally spoke up and said he had to get home to the 


family. Nate and T went inside to clean up. Me and Pat stayed behind, smoking and drinking. 

"Told you it was no big deal. It's too bad you had to get hit by a fucking truck to see it" He said with a smirk. 
"Don't mention this to T, Pat. | saw that fucking truck coming and there was nothing | could do, nowhere to go. 
| swear to God, | thought | was a dead man. | should be dead, that goddamn thing knocked me down and ran the 
fuck over me." 

"But you just got a few bumps and bruises and a broken leg. Pretty fucking lucky.” 


"Pretty lucky, indeed. | don't know how he would have survived, Pat, if | .." Was | tearing up, what the fuck??? 


"He would have. Don't think about that, it's pointless. You're here, you're fine. Everything's gonna be fine" He 


reached across the table and laid his hand over mine. 

| took a deep breath and wiped my eyes quickly when | saw T coming back out the door. 

"Nate took off, said see ya later.” 

"I should get going too. Thanks for dinner, Tay. See you guys soon” 

After Pat left, | pulled T into my lap. | held his face in my hands and kissed him. 

"What's this all about? Is this a soggy eye | see? What? Two soggy eyes??" He teased, 

"Cigarette smoke." | lied. 

"Uh huh. What's the matter?" 

‘Nothing, just thinking about what would happen to you if that truck killed me." 

‘I'd probably just start fucking Chris or something.’ 

"Asshole." 

Six weeks had passed slower than a motherfucker. | was finally getting this cast off and it wasn't a moment 
too soon. l'm pretty sure T was looking forward to it as much as | was. I'd driven him to his breaking point. 
He'd been spending a considerable amount of time down in the music room, beating the straight shit out of my 
kit. When he wasn't doing that, he'd go over to his house and do some packing or to the beach to surf. | went 
with him once. Big mistake. Ever get sand in your full length leg cast? Trust me, it sucks. Tay had to cancel 


the remaining three Coattail shows. We had to cancel our appearance at the ALS benefit. T and | still went, | 
hobbled on stage during the Queens set and apologized. Josh made jokes about me taking on trucks. 


"So you sure you want to get out of this thing? My other patients tell me casts are real chick magnets." The 
doctor said with a grin. 


"More than ready. Please get it the hell off of me." | wasn't completely free. My hard cast was replaced with a 


soft brace. | could deal with this for four more weeks, | guess. 

T drove us home and | was happy just to be able to sit in the front seat again instead of stretched out in the 
back. When he parked the truck in the driveway, he jumped out quickly and hurried to unlock the door. | was 
still limping toward the house when the garage door opened. | stood and watched as it revealed a brand new 
shiny motorcycle inside. 

"What the hell is this?" | asked, feeling my smile spread across my face. 

"Surprise." Tay grinned. 

| walked inside and touched the headlight. It was perfect. Just like the old Road King | loved so much. | noticed a 
couple differences though. There was the red circle double F logo painted on the gas tank and the same logo 
branded onto the leather seat. "You did this?" | asked him. 

"No, must have been the Harley fairies." 

"You're the Harley fairy." 

He smiled. "Never noticed | did so much surfing without taking the board?" 

‘Guess not. T, this is .." | felt a lump in my throat. 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah. Quit getting all choked up." 

"I love it. | love you. Thank you! " 

"Think you can ride now with the brace?" 

"Gonna try. Where you wanna go?" 


"Anywhere you take me." 


| smiled. | was so fucking lucky to have such a wonderful, thoughtful, tolerant man in my life. He handed me a 


new helmet and goggles and | sat on the bike and fired it up. It was music to my fucking ears. 


We rode north, driving on the highway for a couple hours. We finally stopped to have dinner at this great 
beachside beer and steak place in Grover Beach. We sat outside and | was vaguely aware that T was speaking 


but | couldn't tear my eyes off this fucking bike and he did that for me. 


" hire a realtor to rent the place out" 
| finally turned to him. "What?" 

"Gonna keep my house. Rent it out" 

"Ah, sounds good. Okay. Any reason why?" 
"Can't bring myself to part with it" 

"| get it" 


It was late in the evening when we started for home. After a half hour, T asked to stop along a deserted 


stretch of beach. We walked out onto the sand and sat down. 


"Remember the day you said you thought about what would happen to me if you died in the accident?" He 
asked. 


"Yeah, you said you'd move on to Chris or something." 


"| wouldn't have done that." He quietly said with a little grin on his face. "I thought about things. What would | 
do without you?" 


‘I'd lose my shit if | didn't have you." | told him. 
He smiled sadly and said, "Me too." 


Then he pulled me on top of him as he laid back in the sand. He wrapped his arms around my neck. | kissed his 
open mouth and our lips were crushing, twisting Together, my tongue dancing with his. | swept his hair away 
from his face and moved my mouth to his forehead, his temple, his ear, down his jawline to his neck. | slid one 
of his legs to the outside of mine so that | was positioned between his thighs. | could feel him hard against me 
and was under tension as well. | pushed my feet against the sand, thrusting myself against him causing a soft 
moan to spill from his mouth, which was dangerously close to my ear. | found his hands and took them, 


intertwining our fingers, and moved them above his head. 
| want to fuck you." | growled into his ear. 
"Jesus." He sighed 


| pulled his shoes and pants off then yanked my own off and then covered him again, kissing his mouth. My 
hand slid between us and stroked him. | felt his hands grab two handfuls of my hair. 


"Now, goddammit!" He groaned. 

| pushed his legs far apart and slipped two wet fingers inside of him. His expression was so goddamn sexy, his 
eyes closed, mouth open | had to have him, there was no more waiting. Replacing my fingers with my cock, | 
pushed into him with one long, hard thrust. He let loose a long, jagged sigh. | fucked him hard and deep, loving 
the way his hard body responded, jerking his hips upward with as much force as | was thrusting downward. 
The knot tightening, | was relentless. | gritted my teeth, my forehead against his. 

"Come for me, baby. Come on, let me hear you." | told him. 

"Fuck mel" 

| pulled out of him and started thrusting my cock against his. "Babe, fuck!" | grunted as | came against him. 


As soon as he felt that, his hips bucked upward and he groaned, "Oh God, D!" 


| collapsed on top of him, my mouth against his cheek. "God damn you, Taylor. You're gonna fucking kill me." 


"Ive got sand where no man should have sand" He mumbled as he got off the bike. 
"Hal Come on, surfer boy, you should be used to it! 

"Fuck you. lve never „okay, that's not true” He trailed off with a far away smile on his face 
"You've never what? Fucked on the beach? You're a liar’ 


"Yeah, | have. And it was pretty damn nice. Although, | wasn't on the bottom so the sand in the ass thing was 


minimal." 

"What was his name?" | said with a sneer. 

"Her name was ..shit, | don't remember." He laughed. 

We headed upstairs, directly to the bedroom. T stripped naked and went into the bathroom. A minute later, the 
shower was running. Deciding that I'd join him, | opened the glass door and caught him bent over with the 
shower nozzle spraying his ass. 


"Whoa!" | laughed. "What the fuck are you doing?" 


"You're a dick. You put this fucking sand up there, you get it out." He shoved the nozzle into my hand and 


turned around. 


‘Seriously, babe? | thought itd be another few years before we had to give each other enemas." 
"Come on!" 


| sighed. The things we do for love. | did owe him, | guess. He had to do some weird shit for me while | was in 


the cast. 


After | finished with my shower, | found him in bed. He was lying on his back with one hand behind his head 


and the other across this stomach, fingers tapping out a beat. 


‘| love you in my bed." | said with a smile. "Even before, | used to get so happy when we were out on the road 


and | knew I'd get to share a bed with you.” 


"YOU got happy? Didn't you ever wonder why | always slept with my back to you? | always had a fucking 


boner!" 


"Why'd you wait so long?" | asked quietly as | got into the bed and slid toward him, putting my head on his 


shoulder. 


He gave a slight shrug. "I couldn't figure out why | felt this way. | just knew that, when you were around, | felt 
happy but so fucking scared of you. And when we became so tight, | talked myself into thinking it was enough. | 
was your best friend, | was closer to you than anybody else in the world. Should be enough, right?" He cocked 


his head to one side so he could look me in the eye. 
"But it wasn't?" | offered. 


"It wasn't. | ached for you. You'd be with this girl or that and | hated them. | hated that they were lying here, 
not me. And I'd find a girl here and there, thinking | could just like, fuck her until | forgot about you." 


"But you couldn't?" 


| couldn't. So that day in the kitchen at the studio, it started innocently enough. | really just wanted to fuck 
with you, annoy you like | did a million times before. But something was different. Something about you. You 
probably didn't realize you did it but | saw you. You had a look of hunger in your eyes and you licked your lips. 
| took a shot" 


"m glad you did" | said with a yawn. 


"Me too." He kissed my forehead. 


The following day, T called his parents. He'd avoided it long enough. Now that the boys, the Coattails and my 
family knew, it was time. | felt guilty, telling my family had been so easy. Taylor was positive it wouldn't go as 
well with his. 

"You don't have to do it, babe." | said gently as | stroked his hair. "Wait a little longer." 

He looked at me. "How about | just tell them we want to come down for a visit, feel them out a little?" 
"Sounds good to me." 

| drove us down to Laguna in T's truck. We planned on staying with his parents for two or three days. His 
mother was surprised to learn | was coming but T explained about the accident and thought it would do me 
good to get away from physical therapy and the stress of it all for a couple days. 

His parents had, for whatever reason, never exactly embraced me. It drove me crazy, l'm a pretty fucking 
lovable guy. But they were old school, Texas republicans so | guess not liking me was understandable. Fearing 
they were gonna flip the fuck out when they found out we were together was understandable too. 

"Mister and Misses Hawkins, it's really good to see you again" | said with a smile. 


"David, dear. How are you? How's your leg? Taylor told us what happened, how horrible!" 


"Doing a lot better now. You should have seen the cast. It went from here," and | grabbed my crotch. "down to 
my ankle." 


"Oh, my!" his mother blushed. l'm an evil bastard. 
Tay elbowed me. "Knock it off, dick" he whispered. 
"Mister Hawkins, what have you been up to since | saw you last? When was that, Christmas two years ago?" 


"Sounds about right. So Taylor, we heard you didn't finish the tour and had to pay damages. Why would you do 
that?" 


| felt rather than saw T's shoulders slump. 

"Someone had to take care of Dave, Dad" 

"He's got family. You can't be doing that, people won't have you back if they think you're a flake." 
"Dad, l'm a grown ass man. It was my decision, | made it. I'm fine with it" 


"tm gonna go help Mama Hawkins in the kitchen" | know it was a selfish thing to do, leaving him alone with his 


father but for fuck's sake, the man scared me. 
‘Mama Hawkins!" | yelled from the doorway. She jumped three feet in the air. 
"David! You're terrible!" she laughed. 


| was beginning to think maybe | could get this woman on our side. | sauntered over to her and put my arm 
around her shoulders. 


"Anything | can do to help?" 


"No, I've got everything under control. Dave, how is your mother? We should really see each other more than 


once every other year.” 
"She's good. She's having fun with the way I've had to slow down lately." 


"I bet she is, God bless her. | know what its like to deal with a terror like you. You'd think you boys would slow 
down after 40." 


"We'll slow down, but itll be together." | said, giving her a pointed glance. 

Later that night, Taylor indicated that his mother had set up the guest bedroom for me. T would be in his old 
bedroom. Well, that wouldn't fucking do. We're grown ass men, for fuck's sake. | opened his door a crack and 
peeked in. 


"Get out of here." He whispered. 


"No way." | said as | quietly closed the door behind me. | crept across the room and slid into bed with him. 
"Come here." | said as | pulled him into my arms. 


"D, nol” 
| grinned. "Your lips, they say no. But your eyes, fucker, your eyes say yes." 
He softened against me. "You're such a dick" He said, shaking his head. 

| caught his face in one hand and pulled him into my kiss. 


He pushed at my chest with the heels of his hands. | held his face in both of mine as my fingers tangled into 


his hair. | moved to his ear and licked the outer rim before sucking the lobe into my mouth and nibbling on it. 


"Fuck, D. Stop." He sighed. 


"Never." | whispered and | lowered my mouth to his neck. 
"Please don't" He muttered without an ounce of conviction 
"Don't what, babe?" | teased 

"Don't. Stop" 


| smirked against his neck as | pushed him down onto his back. | covered his chest with butterfly kisses as my 


hand inched its way down, inside his shorts. 

"Jesus, D. This is wrong, so fucking wrong." He whispered. 

"And you love it” 

"| fucking love it" 

| pulled the blankets over my head and then pulled his shorts off. His body tensed and | heard a sharp gasp 
when | put him in my mouth. | took the length of him into my throat, sucking up and down. | held his balls in 
one hand, occasionally giving them a gentle squeeze. His hands were on my head and as | sucked faster, his 
fingers dug into my scalp. 

"D, oh my Godl" He hissed. 

| slid one hand up his stomach, over his chest to his neck until my fingertips brushed against his bottom lip. 
He drew them into his mouth and sucked on them with the same rhythm and intensity that | was sucking his 
cock. | held the base of it in my other hand and pumped my mouth up and down, applying pressure with my 
lips. My tongue was running up and down the underside. 

After a few moments, he'd abandoned my fingers, moaning softly, as his hips were rolling upwards. 

"D!" He whispered through clenched teeth. His hands pushed my head against him while his hips pushed 
forward. His body trembled as he came into my mouth with a quiet grunt. | slowly and tauntingly sucked on 
him until his body began to relax. He let out one final, long sigh. 

When | slid back up to rest my head next to his on the pillow, he whispered, "Your practice sure has paid off." 
| laughed softly. "Im happy to be of service to you." 


"Thank you. Now get the fuck outta here." 


| smiled a big smile, kissed his mouth quickly and rolled out of his bed. "Sweet dreams." 


"Good night, D" 


| didn't sleep for shit. The blow job I'd given him left me restless and horny. | tossed and turned in that God 
forsaken, way too soft of a bed. It was five o'clock and | wandered out to the Hawkins’ pool and jumped in. | let 
myself sink to the bottom as my mind started to fill with troubled thoughts of Taylor's exchange with his 
father last night. In a strange way, | considered myself lucky that | didn't have a father's expectations to try 
to live up to. | had a wonderfully supportive and kind mother whose only concern was that | was happy. | 
remembered the first time Taylor's father came to see him after he'd joined us. Taylor came on set in a 
dress and wig and make up and | thought for certain his father was going to pass the fuck out. Should have 
been your first clue, Pops. | grinned to myself as | pushed my feet off the floor of the pool and shot toward 


the surface. 
| shook my head, flinging my hair off my face and opened my eyes. 
"Holy fuck!" | gasped. "Mister Hawkins." 


"Jesus Christ, Dave. You scared the shit out of me. | thought some of the neighbor kids had broken in through 
the fence. What are you doing up so early?" 


"Couldn't really sleep" I'm used to your son's naked body next to me, | thought 

| pulled myself out of the pool and stood, dripping, next to him. 

"| want to talk to you about Taylor" He said 

"Uh.oh. Okay, sure" | swallowed. "What's up?" 

He turned his back to me and walked over to the table and chairs on the patio. He sat down in one of the 
chairs and gestured for me to sit across from him. | was sure he could see me trembling when | pulled the 


chair out and sat down. 


"This side project he does. Is it good? | mean, is it worth him spending so much time on it? Its not getting in 


the way?" 
Was he for real? | studdered trying to find the most polite way to tell this guy what a jackass he was. 


"Mister Hawkins, this project, the Coattails, is perfect. And Taylor is amazing. Do you know how hard he works 
and how talented he is? | mean, really know? It's completely worth all the time he spends on it because it 
makes him happy. Forgive me for being so bold but honestly, the only thing that makes your son unhappy is 
you not seeing how happy he is. It's right in front of you." | don't think | took a single breath and | was panting. 
My face felt like it was on fire. 


Mister Hawkins studied me a long time and | really just wanted to jump back into the pool. | went too far. 


Surely he was going to suspect something. Even best friends don't make impassioned speeches about happiness 


to their friend's father. 

"He is talented, isn't he?" He finally said. 

| laughed a single HA! over my relief and surprise. "Yeah. Yeah, he really is." 

"You think I'm too hard on him, even as an adult, don't you?" 

"Um, well." | ran my fingers through my wet hair. 

"You do. It's just hard for a father to really see his son as an adult who doesn't need a father anymore." 


| looked at him with a scowl. "He'll always need you. More than you realize. He needs your love and acceptance 


though, not your discipline and judgement.” 


He nodded. He looked away from me, seemingly off into space. He was quiet for several moments. "His mother 


and | thought maybe we'd be grandparents again You know, we have his brother's two but thats it! 
This was getting awkward! | shifted in my chair and nodded 

"Is Taylor, um, is he..dating anybody?" 

Aw, Christ. "Um, maybe you should ask him that" 


"You know, | love my son, regardless of what you may think. | know you and | have never seen eye to eye very 


often over the last several years." 


"I believe you love him very much, Mister Hawkins. He's perfect, you're responsible for that. How can you not 


love him?" | said quietly. 

"I believe you love him very much too." He replied, staring into my eyes. 

Shit! What do | do here?? | felt like | was betraying Taylor but | had no choice, | was trapped and godammit, | 
DID want to tell them. | finally said, "Yes, | do. You should talk to him, though. He needs to hear this from you 
more than | do." 


He nodded. | nodded. Conversation over. 


| followed him inside and went back to my guest room to change my clothes. | found both the Hawkins parents 


in the kitchen. 


"Coffee, Dave?" 


"Yes, please." 
"Gerry told me he spoke to you." 
My eyes darted from her to him and | nodded. 


"You know, it's just not something we ever imagined for our son. We don't wish him to be unhappy, mind you, 


we just never imagined this." 


"| understand. But please, tell him yourself! He needs to hear this directly from you, not from me." 


"Hear what?" Tay said from the hallway and all three of our heads snapped around. 


Im A Big Ape 


"Good morning, Taylor!" His mother smiled at him. 
"Hear what?" He repeated. 

"Can | get you coffee?" 

‘Mom! What's going on?" He yelled at her. 

"They know, T" | said quietly. 


"You told them?! Fuck, Dave, you had no fucking right!" He screamed at me. "You just can't fucking accept that 


not every family is so goddamn sunshine and rainbows like yours, can you?" 
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| stood up to approach him and he shoved me away. 


"OLIVER TAYLOR HAWKINS! You stop right there" His father bellowed. | think even the neighbor kids three 


blocks away just shit themselves. We all froze, even his mother. "Sit down" 

We all sat down, even his mother. 

"Now, Dave did not tell us anything we didn't already know." 

"Oh, but he DID tell you. Dave, what the fuck?" 

"He didn't tell us. And I'm really, really upset that you felt like you couldn't tell us." 

"Dad, | mean..come on. You can't be very happy about this. | know you." 

I'm happy having Taylor for a son. And everything that Taylor is makes me a proud father. Like your mother 
said, we never imagined this when we pictured your future. Hell, we never imagined half the things you've done 


with your life, frankly. And to be with this big ape over here?" He flicked his chin at me and then shook his 
head. "The phrase ‘marches to the beat of his own drum’ never applied to anybody better than it applies to 


you." 


"So you're okay? Really?" 
"We'll get there. Eventually. But | never, for one second, want you to believe | don't love you." 


| looked at his mother. She smiled weakly and dabbed a napkin to her eyes. 


"Mom!" | smiled and opened my arms to her. 

She laughed, despite herself. "Dave, you're too much." 

"| get that sometimes." 

"I really appreciate this, Dad. Thank you." He walked up to his father and hugged him. 

"You're still sleeping in two different rooms." His mother said. 

| still had my arm around her shoulders. | dropped it and said, “Shit 

His mother and Tay laughed, his father grumbled something incoherent and walked out of the room. 

"Okay, now that he's gone, tell me everything!" His mother said in a conspiratorial voice. 

"Mom" 

"Well, | need to know. Taylor, you dated lots of pretty girls. Were you always gay and we just never noticed?" 
"No, Mom. | don't know. I'm not..we're not gay, exactly. Are we?" He turned to me. 

| shrugged. "I never thought about cock until | started thinking about yours." 

"Dave, come on.my Mom." He gave me a look and then put his arm around his mother's shoulders. 

"Taylor, I've heard the word ‘cock’ before." 

"ARRGHHHI!! Stop this!" He screamed, putting his hands over his ears. 

| laughed. "Seriously, it just happened. It doesn't matter if he's a man or a woman, he's the one person in the 
world that makes me feel real and happy. So to answer your question; no, | don't think Tay was always gay. | 


have to believe, if he was gay, he'd have a lot better taste in men. l'm a big ape, remember?" 


That afternoon, | found Tay outside in a lounge chair. | sat down on it, next to his feet. | picked one up and put 
it in my lap, absentmindedly rubbing it. 


"How ya feeling?" | asked him. 


"Okay. My brother and his family are coming later for dinner. | asked my Mom not to say anything to him. l'm 
kind of over having people know. | hope that doesn’t upset you." 


"Why would it? Seeing you unhappy upsets me. | can understand why you wouldn't want a repeat of this 


morning. Turned out okay but damn, that was rough." 


‘lm sorry | screamed at you and pushed you. | should have known better, you wouldn't go behind my back like 


that" 
"No, | wouldn't. You don't have to apologize though. | understand." 
"You're a great boyfriend" He said with a sneer. 


"Damn fucking right" | winked. | stood up and leaned into him and kissed his cheek. Then | pulled my t-shirt off 


and ran toward the pool. | did a cannonball and splashed water all over Taylor. 


"You fucking idiot! It's on now!" He yelled and jumped in. 


| was finally done with PT and didn't have to wear the brace any more. Taylor had most of his house packed 
up and had moved a lot of shit into our house. He donated a lot of his furniture and stored some things in the 
garage. | sat in the car, waiting and watching, as he stood in the driveway, talking to the realtor. | could sense 
his hesitation as he handed her the keys. It was a huge step for him, giving up the home he'd worked so hard 
for, living with me full-time. 

When he slid into the passenger seat, | asked, "Ya okay?" 

"Yep. Good. She says people will line up for this house because it's mine." 

"That's good. Won't sit empty for too long." 

"Yep." 

"T, you sure you're ready to do this?" 

"Yeah, yeah. l'm good" 


"Okay." 


At home, we were unpacking some of his shit in the bedroom closet when | opened a box and it was literally 


full of pairs of shorts. 
"T, for real?" | held up a tiny pair of gold shorts. 


"These are great!" He snatched them from my hands. He yanked the green shorts he was wearing off and 


started to put the tiny gold ones on | grabbed his wrist and pulled him into my arms. | kissed his mouth and 
told him, "I'm really happy you're doing this. It means a lot to me." 


| know. | hope you don't think | don't want to be here just because letting the place go was so tough." 


"Not at all" | smiled. | pulled his t-shirt over his head and tossed it on the floor. | let my hands fall to his ass 


and pulled him against me. 
"D, we got shit to do” He complained 

"You started it! 

"How?" 

"You took your shorts off, you were half naked" 


He gave me a look | grinned and took his face in both hands. "Why do | find you sexy as fuck?" | whispered as | 
bent to kiss his neck 


He threw his head back and groaned. "D, please. Let's finish this first.” 

"Cock tease." 

He bent to pick up his shorts and | smacked his bare ass. | ended up packing some of my stuff and storing it in 
the closet of one of the spare bedrooms. | freed up one side of the walk-in for T to put away his ripped t- 
shirts and board shorts. We sat on the deck, drinking beer after dinner, watching the sun go down. 


“Guess it's official now, sharing a closet and shit." He commented. 


"Almost. Wait here." | ran inside and grabbed the folder | got from my lawyer a few days ago. | returned 
outside and handed it to him. 


"What is this?" He asked as he returned the chair to its normal position and put his beer bottle on the railing. 
He opened the folder and read. "D, | don't know what the fuck this says." 


"| put your name on the house too. It's as much yours as it is mine now." 
He stared at me. 
"Oh, and aside from Lisa's kids, you get it all when | die too." 


He continued to stare. 


"Say something!” 
"Dave, holy..! don't understand." 


| sat down next to him and took the folder from his hands. | took them both in mine. "This is for good, right? | 


mean, we'll be sitting here like this forty years from now." 
"Well, yeah, but you didn't ha-" 


| reached over and put my hand against his mouth. "| wanted to." | felt his lips curl into a smile beneath my 


hand. 
When | removed it, he said, "! love you." 
"I love you, too. Now, | wondered, do you still have your bag of tricks?" 


His smile turned into the sexiest sneer. "Of course | do. Are you asking me to go get it?" He asked, his mouth 
still curled in that perfect, delicious looking grin. 


"Yes, | am." 
"What do you say?" 
"Please." 


"Ah, good. You remembered." He slid his hand down the side of my face and cupped my chin. He stood up and 
kissed my forehead. "I'll meet you upstairs." 


In the bedroom, | didn't know what to do. Stand and wait? Sit? Get naked and start without him? | finally settled 
on stripping down to my shorts and stretching out on the bed. | folded my arms behind my head. My mind 
began to drift back to that night in Philadelphia. His hands on me, controlling me, using me. Now, don't 
misunderstand me, I'm no fucking boy scout but I've never had hotter sex in my life. | closed my eyes and 
replayed the night in my head. The fire in my stomach had already begun to burn in anticipation. Why the fuck 


was he taking so long? 


"Ahem." | heard from the doorway. | opened my eyes and he stood there in tiny black leather shorts, a black 


leather policeman's hat and black leather gloves. The same black bag in his hand. 
"Oh no. What the fuck, dude?" | groaned. "Please tell me you're fucking joking." 
"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" 


"No! | don't want to be fucked by the goddamn Village People!" 


He laughed. "I'm just fucking with you." He took the gloves and hat off, then shimmied out of the tight shorts. 
"You can put the hat back on" 


He smirked and crossed the room and set the bag down on the foot of the bed. He ran his hand up my leg. 
"Take these off, please." He tugged the leg of my briefs. 


| pulled them off and laid back again. "Turn over on your stomach, please." 
"T, have | ever mentioned that | get hard when you say ‘please’ ?" | said as | rolled over. 


"So do |" He simply said. Then he pulled those white scarves out of the bag. He pushed my hands over my 
head and tied them together. | watched his face as he did it. His eyes had a magical glint to them. Then he 
climbed up and straddled my back. He lowered the second scarf over my eyes and tied it behind my head. | felt 
him move his body so that he was laying on top of my back. He pushed my hair off my neck and then | felt 


his lips against my skin. He licked and kissed his way down my spine, leaving me writhing. 
"Damn, babe. That feels so good." 


"Does it?" He whispered. | heard the bag rustle. "I have something here we didn't get to last time." | didn't like 
the taunting | heard in his voice. | felt his hand on my mouth. "Open, please." 


Aw, fuck. But | did as he asked. | felt him push a small, plastic ball into my mouth and then fasten a strap 
behind my neck. 


"Fuck me, you look so hot right now" He growled in my ear. 


| moaned in response. Then | gasped when he whipped the back of my shins. He progressively whipped me 
harder as he worked up my thighs onto my ass. Only, he didn't stop there, he whipped my lower back. | 
grunted with each lash, my body trembled Mercifully, he stopped and | felt him take my shoulders and turn 
my body on its side. He was behind me and he pushed my leg over. His hand slid up the back of my thigh to 
rest against my balls. | could feel his breath on my back. The hand that was teasing my balls was now on my 
ass, just as his mouth was. His tongue slipped into me and lapped and darted in and out. | groaned hard against 
this fucking gag. And again, | felt his mouth work its way back up to my ear. 


He purposely let his lips brush against my earlobe when he whispered, "I'm gonna fuck you so hard." 


| grunted and wiggled, my little sadist was killing me. His hand pushed my thigh forward as he pushed into me. | 
groaned loudly as he pushed deeper. His hand slid down and squeezed my balls as he pumped in and out of my 
ass. | heard him moan and grunt and those wonderful noises sent me over the edge. | bucked against him and 
came against the sheets. He continued fucking me harder and faster, his hands now bracing himself against my 


back. After several more thrusts, | felt that fire renew. | strained against the gag, crying "please, please" over 


and over. | felt his hand on the back of my head. 

With one final, deep thrust, he growled, "D, oh goddamn you!" 

The hot sensation of his come inside of me was so intense. He pulled out of me and pulled me onto my back. 
Then | felt his mouth on my cock. He licked the head, pumped me with his hands and my second orgasm came 
on so suddenly, my hips thrust upward off the bed. | cried out again, that fucking gag muffled what would 
have been a scream loud enough to shatter glass. My body was limp, my bones turned to jello. After a 
moment. He untied my wrists, then removed the scarf over my eyes. 

‘lm leaving that gag in your mouth, | like you quiet” He teased. 

| rolled my eyes and removed it myself. "Goddamn, babe." | sighed. 


He smiled as he leaned down and kissed my forehead. 


In the shower, he tenderly washed my hair for me again. "| have never loved anybody the way | love you." He 


said. 
"What way is that?" | asked with a smirk. 


"Real fucking hard." 


You Still Are My Best Friend 


We were setting out on a four week long trip overseas for a few summer festivals. Tay and | were super 


excited. | loved playing Europe. Tay just liked a field trip that included me. 

Nate and Chris settled in next to each other. They pulled out pillows and blankets and pretty soon we would 
hear them snoring softly. This was their traveling ritual. Sleeping together. Literally. T and | settled in also. He 
reached over and took my hand, intertwining his fingers in mine. | smiled at him as the plane took off. | thought 
of being stuck in this plane, right next to my sexy lover, and unable to do a damn thing for eleven hours. My 
frustration must have shown in my expression. 

"What's on your mind?" He asked. 

"Truth? Being stuck on this plane with everybody else and not being able to kiss you or touch you." 


"Why not? Now you know how | felt for years." He said with a smirk. And then he leaned over and kissed my 
mouth quickly. 


"Don't start nothing you can't finish, Hawkins." | hissed. 

"| would never!" He giggled. 

| took my hand back and pulled my IPod from my bag. 

"Oh, it's like that?" He asked, feigning hurt feelings. 

"Its like that. | am not spending this entire flight with a fucking boner." 

"We'll see." 

| gave him the stink eye. He laughed at me. The advantage to flying east was that we were flying into the 
evening which blessed us with darkness inside the cabin. Tay had dozed off against my shoulder a couple hours 
ago. | turned my head and brushed my lips against his forehead. | snaked my hand down between his legs and 
rubbed him lightly. A moan so soft and sweet was my reward. He slowly stretched and his eyes fluttered open. 
| grinned at him. 

"What are you smiling about?" 


"You." 


He smiled himself and dropped his eyes. "How long to go?" 


"Three or four hours." 
"Shit: 

"We could go fuck in the bathroom" | snickered, 

"Ask again in an hour or two and | might take you up on that! 


| put my hand against his cheek and drew him to me. | kissed his mouth and pushed my tongue against his 
bottom lip. He eagerly opened his mouth and our tongues gently touched. | pushed my tongue past his, deep 
into his mouth. Our lips were twisting and crushing against each other. | sucked his bottom lip into my mouth 
and softly nibbled. My fingers danced around the back of his neck and into his soft, sun-kissed hair that had 
grown out since he cut it those weeks ago. | could feel the exquisite pressure building between my legs. The 
groan that he let loose only made it worse. Better? | was about to slide my hand into his shorts when | heard, 


"Get a fucking room." 
| pulled away from T and cleared my throat. Pat laughed at us. 


"Dick" | called him. Taylor groaned. He stood up and slid past me, his erection staring me in the face for a brief 


moment. 

"Fuck" | grumbled. After T closed the bathroom door, | turned to Pat, "Earphones." 

| jumped up and joined my little hotness in the tiny bathroom. As soon as | locked the door, he attacked me. His 
arms wound around my neck, his body pressed against mine. He kissed me hard, taking my breath away. | 
reached down and pushed his shorts down off his hips and then wrapped my hand around his shaft. 

We continued devouring each other while | stroked him until he came in my hand with a loud, "D! Yes!" 

And then he did the hottest thing I've ever seen. He took my hand and brought it to his mouth. He stared deep 
into my eyes as he licked my fingers clean. | stared at him, my mouth open. His took the opportunity to kiss 
me. The taste of him on his tongue was amazing. | was still staring at him when he giggled softly. 

"What?" 


"That was..you never cease to amaze me. | almost feel sorry for all the women you'll never fuck again" 


He laughed. "I'll take that as a compliment." 


We were scheduled to play Oxegen on Saturday at Il:00. We sound checked at |:30 before the afternoon bands 
started. Tay and Pat and me hung around backstage for a while listening to some of the other bands. Around 


7:00, we wandered over to the food tent: 

We found Chris and Nate over there. 

"Thanks for calling us, douchebags. Did it occur to you that we might be hungry too?" | said to them. 
"Figured you'd be off somewhere plowing each other." Chris said 

"That's why we're hungry, dumb ass." T replied, giving the back of Chris' head a flick 

The five of us stood in a circle, shot of Crown in each of our hands. "Here's to the four best musicians Ive 
had the pleasure to play with. One of you more than the others, if you know what | mean Let's have a great 


show!" | toasted my best friends. 


We opened with Bridge Burning. It was one of my favorite openers. After Breakout, | took a minute to introduce 
the boys, Chris first, then Nate, then Pat. | always saved T for last. 


"Ladies, the moment you've all been waiting for. Taylor Hawkins plays the drums!" 
And of course, the crowd went ape shit. They always went ape shit for him. Rightfully so. | fucking went ape 
shit for him. | turned and grinned at him. He smiled and waved. Then he stood up. He walked up beside me and 


put his arm around my shoulders. | gave him a bewildered and weary look. 


"This is my friend, Dave." He said into the microphone. The crowd went crazy. "I've got a surprise for him." A 


stagehand brought out a chair. "Have a seat, my dear." 

What the fuck was he up to? | sat down in the chair. | noticed he looked past me and grinned. The crowd 
roared. | turned around and there stood Roger Taylor and Brian May. They waved to the crowd before Roger 
took a seat behind T's kit. 


"l'm dedicating this song to Dave Grohl. I'd lose my shit if | had to live without you." He smiled at me. Then he 


blew me a kiss. 

The crowd went crazy when Chris, Nate, Pat, Brian and Roger launched into You're My Best Friend. Tay stood 
next to me, gazing at me while he serenaded me. | watched him, grinning the whole time. | fucking adored this 
man. Everything he did was perfection 

When he was finished, | stood up and hugged him. | had forgotten about the crowd, about Roger and Brian. 


"| love youl" 


| had forgotten about the microphone he was holding too. The deafening roar of the crowd brought me back to 
my senses. 


He laughed softly. "I love you too, buddy." 

After the show, we caught a ride back to our hotel. | hugged the rest of the boys and said goodnight before T 
and | closed the door to our room. | pushed him against the door and took his head in my hands. | covered his 
mouth with mine, smashed my chest into his. 

"That was amazing, what you did back there. When did you get to talk to Brian and Roger?" 

"About a week ago. | always wanted to do that. I'm glad you enjoyed it. You know, you still are my best friend” 


"| always will be." 


| let T get a head start on the shower. | peeled my sweat soaked shirt and jeans off then sat on the corner of 


the bed, checking email. Lawyer, lawyer, agent, Mom. You can imagine which | read first. 


"l got a call from Ts mother. We talked a good long time. She's sweet and is really coming around about you two. 
Hs father, well, we'll keep working on him. Give him a kiss from me. Love you, be safe! Mom." 


| smiled. Bad ass Mom. 


When T came out of the bathroom, naked save for a towel on his head, | said, 'My mom said to kiss you for 


her. 
"Actually, | think she wants you to blow me." 

"Sick, dude." 

He smirked. "Please go take a shower, you fucking stink" 


After my shower, | found him in bed under the blankets. He had one arm under his head, the other pointed at 
the IV, remote in hand. 


"Gonna get a smoke in, be right back" 
"How ‘bout maybe don't do that?" 
"Don't get a smoke?" 

"Yeah. Stop." 


| thought this over. Quit smoking. Interesting idea. 


"I'll give it a try. Was it bothering you cause you quit?" 


"Honestly? | really like it on you, the way the smell mixed with the smell of your shampoo and stuff. But it's 
killing you so there's that to consider.” 


"Aw, you're so sweet to care like that" | teased him as | slipped under the blankets. 


| turned off the lamp and rolled toward him. | slid my hand across his stomach and rested my head on his 


chest. | immediately felt his arm wrap around my back 
"Irish TV is so much better than American TV. Look!" 

| glanced at the TV and suddenly heard my own voice. 
"No fucking way!" 


The Irish MTV station was replaying the 24 Hours of Foo we did in 2005. Is it weird that we laid there in each 


other's arms watching ourselves from six years ago? 

"Damn, this seems like forever ago." | commented. 

"Seems like yesterday to me." 

"Remember that?" | said, pointing at the TV. Tay was laying on his back on a sofa, | was sitting on the arm, 

right above his head. "| remember looking down at you and wondering what they would think if | climbed onto 
that couch and lay with you." 

T groaned. "Wish you had. | remember thinking how the hell was | gonna get through being in the same room 
as you for 24 hours straight? | think there are a couple moments when you can see a panicked look on my 

face. The massage? Fucking torture. | had this huge erection, it was bad." 


| laughed. "| remember. You said it was because the girl was hot" 


"She was cute. But you were on the goddamn table, moaning and grunting like you do when l'm inside of you. It 


was driving me crazy." 
"Sorry." | said with a laugh. 


"No, you're not. | know you. If you had known what it was doing to me then, you'd have done it ten times 


worse.” 


"| do like to tease. | really wish you had let me know back then. f for no other reason than this body was a lot 


younger then, | could have done a better job at pleasing you." 


"Oh shut up. Like you don't please me now?" 

"Do |?" 

"D, are you really gonna make me stroke your ego?" 

"Yop" 

"Fine. Oh, Dave. Oh, Dave. Nobody has ever made me come as hard as you do. Happy?" 
"Very happy. Thank you." 


"Asshole." He whispered, his mouth against my temple. We watched a few more minutes of our younger selves 


in silence when T finally yawned and turned the TV off. 

"Sweet dreams, babe." | told him. | searched for his mouth in the darkness. 

| was woken up when the sun began to shine through a crack in the shades. My arms were around Tay's 
waist, my face was buried in his hair. | inhaled deeply, falling in love with that grapefruit and coconut scent. | 
hugged him tighter, nuzzling his neck. | slid one hand up his chest, covering his heart. | lay still like that, feeling 


his heart beat. It beat for me just as every tick of mine was only for him. 


When | felt him stir, | smiled against his skin. "Good morning, love." 


"No, Mom. It's not too fast. This is what we want. | don't care if people talk. Let them. Didn't we make it clear 
to you that we're happy? So what? Oh. When you put it that way, | guess you have a point. But it's fine. 
Really. We're not like, all out there. We're pretty discreet in public." 

Taylor's conversation with his mother. | cringed at the word ‘discreet: 

"| love you, too. Tell Dad hello. We'll be home in about 20 days." He hung up and sighed. 

"She said hi." 

"What else did she have to say?" Knowing she had a lot to say about us. 


"Nothing. Come on, let's do sound check" 


"Tell me what she said that made you say she had a point." 


"Its not important. Can we go please?" 
"Its about us. Tell me.” 

"No, it doesn't mean anything and it will just upset you. | want to go" He started for the door. 
"Goddamn it, Taylor! Tell mel" | barked at him and grabbed his arm. 

"Not gonna happen Let go of me" He said in a tone of voice with which even | could not argue. 
| dropped his arm and he walked out the door. What the fuck just happened here? 


Taylor was sitting behind the kit when | finally reached the stage. The rest of the boys looked confused as 
they glanced from T to me and back again. We ran through sound check and afterward, Chris and Nate went 
off in one direction, Pat in another and T stormed off in another. | stood there dumbfounded | was tempted to 
go find him, it's what | should have done. We never argue like this. It was part of the easiness of being with 


Taylor. But | stubbornly let him go. | sat by myself watching the opening bands here in Glastonbury. 


It was our turn to perform and my band stood next to me but we weren't together. That's when it dawned on 
me. Everything that happened between me and T had a direct effect on the rest of this band When T and | 
were up, everybody was up. When we were down, everybody was down. Shit. We played our two hour set. It 


wasn't bad. It wasn't great, either. 


Afterward, | was flooded with reporters. | tried to ignore them and push past them but Tay was no where to 
be found. Pat shot me a sympathetic look and left also. | rather hoped he'd be my ally here and find him for 

me. | didn't even know what people were asking me. | had to get away from them, | was on the verge of panic 
when someone pushed a beer into my hand. Thank fucking God for small favors. This was a start. After what 


felt like an eternity, they finally left me alone. 


| set out to find my boyfriend. Yeah, fuck it. | said it. My boyfriend. Food tent. Beer tent. Press tent. Nothing. | 
dialed his phone. No answer. | gave up and figured maybe he'd gone back to the hotel. The confusing part was 
that | knew he was mad at me for yelling at him but this mad? 


As | turned the corner, walking toward our room, | heard a female giggle. Then | heard a moan with which | 


was intimately familiar. What | saw turned my heart cold. 


"Oh Christ, Taylor, why?" | mumbled. The girl stood up from her knees. Taylor pushed himself away from the 
wall and yanked his shorts back up. He shot me a nasty glare as he leaned into the girl and kissed her cheek 


"You gotta go.” He told her, still glaring at me. He smacked her ass. | felt sick. His behavior was repulsive, not 


simply betraying. 


The girl giggled, nevertheless, and grinned as she breezed past me. | glanced at her as | moved to open the 


hotel room door. T followed me inside. He stood just inside the door as | paced the room. 

"| don't understand." 

"Nothing to understand. This was a mistake. My mistake. I'm sorry." 

"You're a shitty liar. If you're gonna fucking break my heart like this, at least tell me the truth." | approached 
him and reached for him. | wanted to hug him, wanted to wrap my arms around him. He moved away from my 
reach. 

"You really want to know what she said?" He asked in a whisper as he lowered his eyes to the floor. 

"What? Who?" 

"My mother. You want to know what she said to me this afternoon?" 

"Yes! Is that what this is all about?" 

He nodded. "She's right. We were selfish and stupid. Once people find out about this, my career is over. Your 
career is over. And if thats not bad enough, Chris and Nate and Pat and Rami and every fucking person that 


depends on YOU for their livelihood.their careers are over. lim not putting them through that, D" 


| sighed. No, | wasn't buying that shit. | stared at him. Well, the top of his head anyway, he wouldn't raise his 


eyes to look at me. | reached for his hand. 


"T, | can't let you do this." | said in barely more than a whisper. "You forced me to look deep inside myself and 


it's you | found there. You're my world, my everything. | can't let you go now." 
"You have to. | couldn't live with ruining their lives simply because | want to be with you." 


"Nobody's life will be ruined. | swear to you. If you want to live the rest of your life without telling another 
soul, that's fine. Really. We can do that. But please, please don't leave." 


He sniffled. | realized there were tears running down my cheeks as well. | couldn't force him to stay. | could 


only beg and plead. And | would until it worked. 

"D, it's so fucking selfish." He whispered. 

| don't care. | need you. Remember, I'd lose my shit if | had to live without you." 

He raised his eyes to meet mine when | said that. "I'm so sorry. | love you so much but -" 


| pulled him into my arms, fearing that he'd made his decision "No! NO! God, stop! | won't let you gol" | blindly 


found his mouth and desperately kissed him. 


| felt his body go limp in my arms. His hands slowly gripped the back of my shirt. His choked, halting sobs 
against my shoulder tore my heart right out of my fucking chest. 


"What are we gonna do? What are we gonna do?" He groaned, his voice caught in his throat. 
| picked him up like a child and carried him to the bed, laying him against the pillows. | slid in next to him and 
he immediately curled against my chest. | ran my hand over his sweat-drenched hair. There was nothing left 


for me to say. If he needed to go, | had to let him go. How could | make him stay, knowing he would feel guilty 
about it? 


| awoke with a start. The room was dark, the bed was empty. | was still wearing the clothes | wore during the 
show. He was gone. He was just gone. | laid my head back down and threw my arm over my eyes. | swallowed 
hard as the tears came and didn't stop. 

"Are you gonna just roll over and die?" A small voice said. 

| sat up, wiped my eyes. "T?" 

Silence. | sighed. | turned the lamp on. There was a folded up piece of paper under my phone. 

‘Dave, It has to be this way. | know | hurt you. | know I broke your heart. And the girl? | dont even know why | did 


that. Finish the two other shows over here and when you come home, Hi have my shit out of your house. | found 
you deep inside myself, foo. | will love you for the next forty years and beyond =" 


lm Going Home To Get Him Back 


| dialed his phone, not really expecting an answer. But at least he would see that l'm not giving up on him. | 


dialed Gus. 

"Dave, it's 6:30 in the morning." 

"He left, Gus. He left me. I'm going home to get him back." 

"Wait. Slow down, what are you talking about? So you had a fight" 

"He's convinced that, if we stay together, you will all suffer for it." 

"Who the fuck gave him that idea?" 

"His parents. Can you tell the guys and deal with cancelling the last two shows?" 

"Sure. Do what ya gotta do." 

"Thanks, man. | owe you." 

"Yeah, yeah. Go!" 

| threw my shit into my bag, got a cab to the airport. Got a ticket for the next flight back to LA. It didn't 
leave for an hour. | sat by the gate, face to the window, avoiding the curious glances from passersby. | called 
Lisa. 

"Dave, aren't you in England?" 

"On my way home. You gotta do me a favor. Go wait at the house for T" 


"What do you mean?" 


"He got freaked out and left me. He's on his way home and he's gonna move out. You gotta stop him until | get 


there." 
"What happened?" 
"Thinks that when people learn bout us, all our friends will suffer, careers ruined. Shit like that." 


‘ls he right?" 


"No! No, he's not right! | -" | felt myself getting angry. | looked up, at the window and saw him. Initially | 


thought | was imagining him like earlier when | heard his voice. 
"Dave?" Lisa, on the phone. | spun around and there was nobody there. 


"Sorry. | thought | saw something. So yeah, if you get over there and don't let him leave, | should get there in 
like twelve hours." 


"When should he get in?" 

"Not sure. | don't know when he actually left" 
"Okay, | hope you know what you're doing’ 
"Im trying to hold onto my life" 


The cab pulled into the driveway at 10:30 in the morning, Lisa's car was there. She ran out into the driveway. 


"He never came!" 

Fuck. Come on, babe, where are you? | raked my hands through my hair. 
"Where would he go?" She asked. 

‘| don't know. His house? His parents?" | dialed his phone. After five rings, he actually answered. 
"Taylor?!" Oh, thank God! "Where are you?" 

"Where are you?" 

"OUR home. l'm at home." 

"You're in LA?" 

"Yes, where the fuck are you?" 

He laughed. "OF course you're home." 

"Are you laughing? What the fuck is going on?" 


"lm stuck in fucking Chicago. | took the first flight out of Heathrow to the states. Flight to LA doesn't leave 


for another hour." 


| sighed. "I'm meeting you at LAX. What's the flight number?" 


Silence. 

"What is the fucking flight number, T?" | yelled into the phone. 
"Virgin number |67. D?" 

"What?" 

| | um..." He sniffled. 

"Don't cry, babe. l'm here, I'm here." | said softly. 
"lim so fucking stupid." 

"Yeah, you are. But | love you anyway." 

"Do you want me to come with you?" Lisa ask me. 
"No, | think | should go by myself" 

"Can you do me a favor?" 

| looked at her. "What?" 

"Take a shower and change your clothes." 


| looked down at what | was wearing. Still the same clothes from the show last night. No wonder people left me 


alone on the flight over. Lis stayed while | showered and had coffee waiting when | returned downstairs. 


"You look a thousand times better. | called Mom and told her what happened. She was surprised. She said that 
Elizabeth was happy or seemed happy about you guys." 


"Yeah, | don't know the whole story. | think she's glad that T was happy but scared about what would happen 
to him, you know?" | laughed bitterly. "Was happy. T was happy. | was happy." | shook my head. Where did it all 
go wrong? | held it in check for as long as | could but | finally broke down and wept. 


Lis reached across the counter and took my hand. "You're gonna get him back, D. And | can understand 


Elizabeth's worry.” 
My head snapped up and | glared at her. 


"I know you don't want to hear it. Look at it from a parent's perspective for a moment, baby. She was happy 


that T was so happy in love but i'm sure her protective instinct kicked in. This is the twenty-first century but 
gay people in America still have it rough. Atrocious even. | would be scared for either of mine. Fuck, I'm scared 


for you. What do you think is going to happen when more and more people find out? " 


"Anybody's guess. | never had any intentions of ‘going public’. | was never gonna hold a fucking press conference 


or something. | simply wanted the people we love and trust to know.’ 


"You gotta talk to him about this. If this is what you want for the rest of your life, it's not going to stay a 


secret forever." 
"lIl worry about getting him home where he belongs first." 


At the airport, | plastered a smile on my face for everybody to see. | waited impatiently at baggage claim, 
which wasn't nearly close enough for me. | could feel people watching, staring at me. To my surprise, nobody 
approached me. Maybe | was giving off "leave me the fuck alone " vibes. My heart leapt into my throat when | 
saw people pouring down the hallway. This reminded me of the night | surprised him in New York. | held my 
breath as | waited to see him. Come on, baby, where are you? | just need to see him. Just need to know he's 
mine again. | stumbled forward, breathing a sigh of relief when | spotted him. He was in a black hoodie and blue 
cargo pants with a knit hat pulled down over his beautiful hair. He had a backpack over one shoulder. When he 
picked up his head, his tired eyes scanned the crowd of people waiting for their loved ones. | smiled sadly when 
his eyes narrowed in on me. His face lit up amazingly. He broke into a run and flung himself into my open arms, 


wrapping his legs around my waist. | hugged him tightly and chuckled. 
"I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry! | love you so much, D!" He gushed into my ear. 


"| don't care. You're back in my arms and you're never going anywhere again" | put him down on the floor and 


gazed into his eyes. 


He began to lean into me to kiss me when | leaned back and looked around. He must have realized what | was 


thinking because he grinned bashfully. 
"| don't fucking care." He said quietly. And then he kissed me softly and quickly. 


| took his bag from his shoulder and put it over mine. Then | put my arm around him and led him from the 


airport to the car. 


Inside the car, before | started the ignition, | looked across at him. "I can't do this again, babe." | began quietly. 


"The last twenty-four hours were the worst in my life. Please don't leave me again" 


His face twisted in pain. He opened his mouth to speak, closed it again and looked away, out the window. | took 
his hand and stroked the back of with my callused thumb. 


Without turning back to me, he spoke. "The flight from England was the worst. Leaving you behind, alone in 


that room, killed me. | mean, | knew if | did that, | would never be with you again | was leaving you, leaving the 


band. | thought it was what | had to do to make sure you were all okay." 


"How would | be okay without you, T? | haven't lived without you in my life for fourteen years. l'm surely not 


prepared to start doing it now. Especially now. | promised you | would make this work and you didn’t believe 


me. 
He laughed. "Cause you're Dave fucking Grohl, you just work shit out?" 
"Damn fucking right. | beat you here, didn't |?" 


| really couldn't wait to get him home. In the car, on the highway, he held my hand. He stole glances at me 


every so often. 

| smiled at him. "What's with you? You're acting weird" 

"No, I'm not" 

"You're acting all shy and shit" 

He grinned. "I was just thinking. You fucking up and left to come after me." 
"Yeah." 

"Why? | mean, you left the guys in Europe to deal with shit. Are we going back?" 
"No, Gus cancelled the other two shows." 

"They're gonna be so pissed at us." 

"No they won't. Just at you." | said with a smirk. 

He sighed. 


‘lm fucking with you. They won't be mad and frankly, | don't care if they are. When are you going to let it 
fucking sink in, Tay? You will always come first. Always!" | brought his hand to my lips. 


"It was a little more than just what my mother said" He said so quietly, | barely understood. 
"What? What do you mean?" 


"| just. thought at first we'd like.." He sighed. 


"What, T?" 


"Okay, look. You know | love you, right? But the thing is, | never expected you to love me back. | didn't plan for 
that. And then you did and it's been a fucking dream come true. It's been so easy. I'm not used to easy. l'm 
used to fighting and scratching to get everything | have in life. | got scared | got so scared of getting used to 
this perfect life. And it is perfect, honestly. But the consequence of having a perfect life with you is hurting 
our friends and facing ridicule and being ostracized. And what if the bottom drops out? | didn't want to get too 
used to this in cause it was taken from me tomorrow or some shit. | know | almost lost you once already and | 


died inside." 

| considered what he had said. | understood where he was coming from but | couldn't relate. | never felt that 
way about the good shit. | always ran headlong toward the good shit, fuck the consequences. "You want me to 
make this more difficult for you? Play hard to get? Cheat on you? Maybe slap you around a little?" 

"D.." He groaned. 

"I know. Next time you get scared and run, | won't do a damn thing. | won't beg and plead and cry. | won't skip 
out on my band, stay up for nearly twenty-four hours, sit on an eleven hour flight, all to come after you. 
How about that? Will that work for you?" 

"Stop." 

"Well, stop being an asshole. Look, do you trust me when | make decisions about the band and the music?" 


"Absolutely." 


"Then trust me now. | will always do my best to make life easy for you, except when I'm getting hit by trucks. 


Then | make no promises." 

He smiled and shook his head. "You're the most amazing person I've ever met" 

"Ditto." | grinned and pressed his open palm to my heart. "The other morning when you were still asleep, | held 
you in my arms. | felt your heart beating. | thought, as corny as it sounds, it was beating just for me. What 


an awesome feeling. So | want you to know that mine is beating for you. Understand?" 


| pulled the car into the garage and threw the transmission into park and killed the engine. When | turned to 
look at him, he pulled my face toward his. Instead of kissing me, he merely rubbed his cheek against mine. 


| need you now." He whispered in my ear. 
Fuck me. | unhooked my seat belt and climbed over the console into his lap. | pulled him into my kiss with one 


hand on the back his neck as | opened the car door with the other hand. We tumbled out of the car, onto the 
garage floor. | pulled his sweatshirt over his head, taking his T-shirt and hat with it. | ran my fingers through 


his soft, blond hair. 

"| missed you." | groaned against the warm, delicious skin of his neck. "| want to make love to you, Taylor." 
Standing, | pulled T up with me. His hands were fumbling with my belt as we kissed My lips were melded to his, 
tongues twisting, licking. | bent him over the hood of the car. | kissed the back of his neck, working my way 
down his spine. 


"Fuck, D" He groaned. 


My hands slid down his arms to his hands, covering them, fingers interlacing. My mouth was back up to his 


shoulder and | bit him. 
"Ow! DI" He yelled. 


| snickered and took a handful of his hair. | yanked him up, off the car. His back crashed into my chest, his 
head tilted back. | wrapped one hand around the front of his neck and crushed my lips against his cheek. 


"Is this what you want?" | growled. 
"Please." 


| swung him around and picked him up and flung him over my shoulder. | smacked his ass really hard and 


carried him upstairs to the couch in the living room. 

"What? Fucking pussy can't carry me to the bedroom?" He asked with a laugh as | dropped him on the couch. 
"Men who run out on their lovers don't deserve to get laid on a nice cushy bed" 

"Oh, this is punishment then?" 

"Bet your fucking ass." | grinned. 


He returned my grin as he stood up and took his pants off. "It's about fucking time you got the hint" He said 
as he stole a rough kiss. 


Then he sunk to his knees and unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down. He giggled when he saw | was still 
not wearing any briefs. He took my cock in his hand and lowered his mouth to it. He gazed up into my eyes as 
he blew me. | took his head in my hands and thrust my hips forward, fucking his open mouth. | had plans for 
him but fuck, this was so good. | finally pulled away from him and pulled him to his feet and wrapped my hand 
around him, giving him a hard jerk. He gasped and | took the opportunity to kiss his open mouth. Then | turned 
him and pushed him down over the couch. With my hands, | pulled his hips up and bent down to lick him. My 


tongue pushed inside of him while my hands continued to stroke his cock roughly. He tossed head back and 
moaned loudly. | pushed my tongue in deeper. His body started to tremble. 


"You close, baby?" | asked him. 

"Yesss, please!" 

| withdrew from him and reached for my pants. 

"What are you doing?" 

"You wanted to be punished." 

"Oh no, D. Don't do that, please!" He grabbed my wrists and pulled me against him. 
"What do you want?" 

| want you inside of me." 

"Why?" 

"D, please." He groaned. 

"Why?" | asked louder, smacking his bare ass. 

"Because | love you." 

"Nope, wrong answer!" And | smacked him again. 

He yelped. 

"Now, tell me why you want me inside of you." This was kind of fun, | had to admit. 


"Because nobody makes me come harder than you do." He muttered. | could tell it pained him to stroke my ego 


again. 


| snickered. "That's my baby." | gripped his hips in both hands and pushed into him roughly. Oh, it was so 
fucking good. Truth be told, nobody made me come harder than he did. | thrust into him as hard and deep was 
| could and grunted louder with each thrust. | grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head back until my 


lips were against his ear. 


"You are so fucking hot." | growled. 


"Keep going." Was his response. 


So | kept going. | gripped his shoulders and slammed my hips against him, plowing his ass hard. | gritted my 
teeth and my body shook as | came inside of him. 


"Goddamn, Taylor!" 

As soon as | pulled out of him, | turned him around and snaked my fingers around his cock and pumped him as 
| kissed his mouth. | returned to my knees and licked the head of his cock, making sloppy wet circles. | felt his 
fingers grab two tight handfuls of my hair and push himself deep into my mouth. His body trembled as he 
grunted. He exploded deep down my throat. | fell backwards on the floor and heaved a big sigh. Tay fell on top 
of me and sighed blissfully. 


‘Owwf" He knocked the wind out of me. | wrapped my arms around him and kissed his temple. How could he 


walk away from something so fucking good? | thought sadly. 

After our shower, we climbed into bed. It was 8:30 but after the last 24 hours plus, | was exhausted. | turned 
to face T and our noses were an inch apart. He put his arms around me and pulled me closer. He tucked his 
head against my neck as our bodies touched and legs intertwined. 

I'm going to sleep for a year." | groaned with a long yawn. 


"Liar. You'll be up in about five hours." 


"Probably. I'll try not to wake you. You must be as exhausted, if not more than | am." | petted his damp hair 
and kissed his ear. 


"Did | ever tell you what a great boyfriend you are?" 
"Not lately, no." 


"Well, you're pretty great as far as boyfriends go. Although, you're my first so | really have no point of 
reference. You could actually be a shitty boyfriend” 


"You could actually be an asshole, too." 
"But l'm your asshole." 
"Hmm, say it again” 


"lm your asshole." 


When | Look And | Find | Still Love You 


Just as T predicted, | woke up around 3:30. | way laying on my back, Tay was snuggled against my side with a 
leg thrown across my own. His hands were balled up under his chin. How could a grown man be so goddamn 
endearing? My love was back home where he belonged. | slid out of bed and threw on a pair of shorts. 


Downstairs, | pulled my phone from the pocket of the pants that still lay on the floor. There were two missed 
calls, Gus and Mom. When | dialed Gus, it went directly to his voice mail. | hoped that meant they were on 
their way home. | told him that T and | were okay and thanked him again for taking care of things. | was sure 
we were going to be sued over the cancelled shows but | didn't care, it was worth it. While | had the phone in 
my hana, | listened to T's song he sang to me that day after | got wasted with Lemmy. It was so beautiful, his 
voice, the lyrics, the simple guitar. He had to finish it. | would lock him in the studio until he finished it. | took 


my phone down to my little studio and plugged it into the computer and downloaded his message. | would get 
him to finish it when the time was right. 


Picking up a guitar, | headed back upstairs and made coffee and took it and the guitar out to the deck. It was 
still dark and cool outside. | plopped down into my favorite chair, propped my feet up on the railing and began 
to softly strum and sing. The first song my fingers decided to play was ‘These Are the Days of Our Lives’. A 
little melodramatic, what can | say? | indulged in that sad guitar part and had no idea | was so into it until | 


heard behind me: "When | look and | find | still love you." 


| smiled and continued playing when Tay sat down next to me. "I'm sorry | woke you. | was a little into it, | 
guess." 


"A little." He laughed softly. He picked up my coffee mug and took a sip. "I guess | called it, huh? Five hours." 
"Yep, something like that. Tay, there's something | want you to do." 

"Right now, out here?" | heard the sarcasm in his voice. 

"Yes, let me just whip it out.” 

"You do that." 

| want you to finish the song you sang on my voice mail.” 

"Oh that? It was just a little tune and some ramblings." 

"| know, its the start of a great song. You can do it” 


"Maybe one day." 


"It would mean a lot to me." 
"Il think about it. tm going back to bed" 

"Sorry | woke you" 

"Come with me." He said as he offered me his hand. 
"| don't think | could fall back asleep." 


"Who said anything about sleeping?" 


Tay and | met the boys the following day at 606 to help unpack and to see what kind of collateral damage 


there was. 

‘lm really, really sorry | did this to you guys" Taylor apologized to them. 

"What exactly happened, T? Gus woke us up and said you bolted and the shows were canceled." Nate asked. 
"l'm just a fucking moron. | had a conversation with my mother and she said that, once D and | went public, all 
of our friends and colleagues would suffer. Plus there was a little bit of personal shit going on with me. | 
freaked out. I'm so sorry, you guys. It won't happen again" 

"So you thought leaving the band was the right decision? Do you think you leaving us doesn't affect us?" 

"Not as much as being shunned because of us." 


"Who the fuck is gonna shun us? T, you're out of your fucking mind" Pat said. 


"I know! | know, okay? | fucked up and I'm sorry. But you guys, this is important. You are all sure you want to 
stay? Regardless of what happens?" 


Chris looked at him and shook his head. Nate waved him off and walked away. Pat laughed at him. | stood there 


with my arms folded across my chest and a grin on my face. | tried to tell him but he wouldn't listen to me. 


Now he had to hear it from them. 


"You're fucking paranoid, dude.” Chris finally said. "What, do you think you're the first musician to come out of 
the fucking closet? Get a grip." 


| let out a single ‘Hal" Taylor looked crestfallen. 


"Oh, don't cry. Come here." Chris rolled his eyes and pulled him into a hug. "lm sorry l'm teasing you but 
seriously, we're not going anywhere. We'd be fucking crazy to leave this band and so would you. We love you, 
we love Dave, we love you both together. Now, go do some kinky shit to each other and stop worrying.’ 

Pat spoke up then, "Did you hear from the lawyers yet?" 

"Yep, Pete called earlier. It's been taken care of" 


"Just like that?" 


"Just like that. | told him to pay whatever the damages were. No big deal" | lied. It was a big deal to the tune 


of two million dollars. 

"You didn't tell me that" Taylor said as he looked at me. 
"| just did" | smiled at him. 

"D, it's my fault. | should -" 


"You should shut the fuck up is what you should do. | said it's taken care of. Besides, you just went through 
this when | had my accident." 


He beamed at me and started toward me and stopped as he looked at Pat and Chris. 
"Oh, go ahead. Don't let us stop you.” Pat said with a laugh. 
He laughed nervously and ran his fingers through his hair. "Nah, I'm good." 


"Pussy." 


Later that evening, my mother and Lisa and her family came over for dinner. | pulled Lisa aside and asked if 


Mark knew. 


"No. But I'd sure like it if you told him. Then me and Mom don't have to have whispered conversations when we 
talk about how fucking cute you are. We don't have to tell the kids. Just so you know, Taylor is now ‘Uncle T: | 
don't know why, maybe they can just sense it” 


| nodded. "I like it." 


The kids were playing in the pool after dinner. My Mom stayed outside with them and Lisa and me and T 


brought Mark inside. Mark was a good man. He was calm, stoic even. And most of all, he tolerated the Grohls 


and all the craziness that came with us. But how would he feel about this? 
"There's something important we need to tell you, hon" Lisa started. 

"| need to tell you" | corrected her. 

"No, WE need to tell you" Taylor corrected me. 

"Okay, somebody just fucking tell me” 

"Taylor lives here with me now! 

"Okay. So?" 

"We're together. 

"| can see that. He's standing right next to you 

"No, together. Like ‘we go upstairs and have sex’ together.” 

"You weren't before?" He asked with a straight face. 

Lisa, me and Tay looked at each other. 

Mark burst out laughing. "Got you! Damn, you should all see your faces right now!" 
Lisa smacked the back of his head 


‘Seriously, though, that's cool. | hope you guys will be happy. The kids will be delighted that Uncle T will be a 


permanent fixture around here." 
Taylor's face turned red. "They really like me that much?" 


‘Oh my gosh, Katie has that picture of you guys from last Christmas in a frame on her bedside table. And 
little Mark keeps asking his Uncle D for a kit. | keep telling him no!" Lis told him. 


"Katie has a crush on you." | told him. 
"Won't she be disappointed?" T said with a smirk. 


"Probably not. She'll be thrilled, this means you'll always be around. And T, have you spoken to your parents 
yet?" 


He shook his head. "I don't want to until | can be sure | won't scream at them. | understand they were looking 


out for me but they really fucked shit up’ 

It was at that moment my mother brought the kids in "They have clothes with them, Lis?" 
"No, | didn't think" 

"Ive got stuff upstairs. Come on, lIl find you something to get home in at least" Tay offered. 
"Uncle T, why you have clothes here?" Mark asked. 

"Oh, | live here now. Me and Uncle D are roommates. 


As the kids ran up the stairs, he followed them. He turned around and made a face at us all as if to say 


Sorry, | fucked up: 

"Dave, I'm worried about T and his Mom. Please encourage him to talk to her" My Mom said 

"Hil try but | really don't blame him for being angry. That was a shitty thing she did even if she was trying to 
protect him. You weren't there. You didn't see how fucked up in the head he'd become." You didn't see him with 
his shorts around his ankles getting head from a strange girl, | thought to myself 

The kids came down the stairs in t-shirts with no sleeves and board shorts 

"Oh my God, it's like Taylor's been cloned! My Mom exclaimed 

We all laughed and as T hit the landing, he looked up and asked, "What?" 

"He let me have his favorite one." Katie told her mother. 

"Well, that was certainly very nice of him. Did you say thank you?" 

"No." She replied and then ran over to him and threw her arms around his waist. "Thank you, Uncle T" 

"You did say thank you, like a hundred times, upstairs" little Mark ratted her out 

"Shut up!" She cried 

| cought Tay's eye and flicked my eyebrow at him. He gave a tiny shrug, 


It was late and | was in bed, flipping through the channels on the TV when T got in next to me. 


"The kids know, don't they?" He asked. 


"Well, seeing as you brought them up here to get your clothes, | think the cat is out of the bag." 
"Think they'll be cool with it?" 

‘OF course. They adore you." 

"They are pretty cool. Maybe...” 

"What?" 

"Nah, it's stupid. Never mind" 

"What?" | turned my body toward him and rested my head on one elbow. 

"We could.. you know. Get one." 

"Get one? What do you think, you go to a store and buy a kid?" 

"No, you know what | mean" 

"Maybe | can try to get you pregnant" | said with a sneer. 

"You can try but you'll fail every time. And I'm serious. Maybe someday we could have one." 


| bit my lip. How do | tell him nicely, "No fucking way in hell?" 


You Sound Like A Chick 


Taylor's POV 
He bit his lip and merely stared at me. | could take that hint. Okay. No kids. 

"No, huh?" 

"Sorry, | just don't want." 

"Hts okay. It was just a random thought. Maybe we'll get a puppy instead" | said with a grin 
"Sure, a puppy." He rolled his eyes. 

| kissed his mouth and said, "Sweet dreams, D" 

"Good night, babe." And | felt his arms wrap around me and pull me against his chest 


Why shouldn't we have kids? We'd make some badass parents, with his sensible, protective nature and my 


general awesomeness. | smiled to myself. A puppy would be cool too. 


The feeling of an empty bed woke me from my sleep. Sure enough, D was gore. It was 5:30 in the goddamn 
morning. | held my breath, waiting to hear any sounds that would tell me where he was. Nothing. | closed my 
eyes and rolled over, pulling his pillow against my chest and inhaling its scent. How this man operates on such 
little sleep is beyond me. I'll take as much as | can get. The next time | woke up, it was because | felt the bed 
shift. | immediately smelled him, the scent of his shampoo mingling deliciously with the fabric softener on his 
clothes and of course, coffee. | felt his fingers pushing my hair off of my face. With a smile, | opened my 


eyes. He was laying next to me with his face inches away from mine. 
"Good morning." 
"Morning. What time is it?" | stretched and brought his fingertips to my lips. 


"After nine. Gotta run some errands today. There's no food in the house and the car needs an oil change. Do 


you wanna come?" 
"As long as you don't mind stopping at the house. People are moving in today." 
"Yeah, we can do that." 


After | showered and threw on shorts and a ripped t-shirt, | found D downstairs, standing with his arms 


folded, staring at the TV. 


"TMZ filmed us at the airport." 

"Oh yeah? How do we look?" 

"Like a couple. They said it looks like we're in love." 

"That's probably an accurate assessment." 

"You don't care about this? You're the one that's afraid of people finding out." 


“Speculation on TMZ? People have been speculating for years. Google yourself sometime. There are pictures like 


that all over the internet. That's nothing. " 

"You have a point." 

"Naturally. Now, I'm starving." 

We stopped at his favorite diner for a big, disgusting breakfast of pancakes, eggs, bacon and greasy potatoes. 
It was fucking delicious. D flirted with the young, pretty waitress named Annie, who had chestnut brown hair 
and large, round brown eyes. Her smile was really sweet and she looked at D like he was her next meal. Only, 
he was my next meal. After she walked away, | called him a dick 


He laughed. "I love it when you get jealous. It's so hot” 


Next we dropped off the car at Dave's mechanic and walked a couple blocks to this tiny music store we loved. 


The owner, Sal, was a big, fat, bald guy straight out of Brooklyn, except he'd been in LA for twenty-five years. 
"There's my boys! Where ya been? Its been too long!" 


"Let's see. Been to New York, Philly, Baltimore, New Orleans, Austin, Vegas. Then we went to Ireland and England. 


And now, we're back." 

"Fucking jet-setters we got here!" He clapped me so hard on the back that | stumbled forward. 

"Ow!" 

"| saw you fuckers on the TMZ. What the hell? Just fucking kiss already and get it over with, man. " 


"Okay, Sal, if you insist" D laughed and took my face in his hands. He planted a long, wet kiss on my mouth that 


made my knees buckle. 


"You crazy rock stars!" Sal laughed and waved a hand at us dismissively. "| got new stuff you might like. Go 


look." 

"Thanks, man!" D walked away from me as | stood there, dazed. Goddamn him. 

After we picked up the car, he drove us over to my house. There was a big moving truck in the driveway. 
"| feel nervous." 

"Understandable. This is still your house. I'd feel nervous watching someone else move into my house." 

"D, I'm a landlord" | said with a laugh. 

"Fuck, | guess I'll be in charge of fixing shit then" 

"| can fix shit too!" 

"Babe, | love you but there's no fucking way I'm trusting you with power tools." 


| got your power tool right here, bitch." | grabbed my crotch and flipped him off. | heard him laugh as | got 
out of the car. 


A moment later, D was walking alongside of me. We rounded the back of the moving truck and were met by a 


younger couple. The woman was holding a baby. 


"Hey, I'm sorry to bother you. My name's Taylor. This is my house, I'm your landlord, | guess." | shook the 


man's hand. 


"I know you from somewhere. And youl" He extended his hand to D. "Man, it's gonna drive me crazy! Anyway, 


I'm Ben. This is Bailey, my wife. And the little one is Lilly.” 
"l'm Dave." 
"Dave and Taylor." He repeated. "Shit, hon. How do | know these guys?" 


She shrugged, looking slightly irritated | laughed suddenly as | noticed the Nevermind CD sitting at the top of 
the box on the ground. | coughed and tapped the box with my toe. 


Ben looked down and realization slowly spread across his face. "Nooo way!" 
"Way." D simply said. "Do you need a hand here? Is it just you two?" 


"Yeah, movers flaked out after they got the truck here. Our families are all back in Nebraska We moved here 
for my job. | cannot believe this is your house! And Dave Grohl, damn!" 


| looked at D. He looked at me. "We'll help." 
"Wait, you want to help us?" Ben blurted out with an incredulous look on his face. 


"Well, we don't WANT to but we can't get back in the car and drive away. Come on, if we get started, it 


shouldn't take more than a couple hours." 
So me and D and Ben unloaded the truck Bailey directed where shit went, holding the baby the entire time. She 
was very pretty and | found Dave giving her his big Davey smile whenever she told him where to put 


something. She had a warm smile and thanked us a million times for helping. 


Three hours later, the truck was empty. D and | sat down on the stoop. He put his hand on my knee and smiled 
at me. | put my hand over his and rubbed it softly. 


"You guys want a beer?" Ben asked from the doorway behind us. 

"Hell yeah!" Dave shouted. 

‘Come on into the kitchen. Hey, is this weird for you? Did you get a new place?" 
‘It's a little weird, yeah. And no, not exactly on the new place." 

"Okay, here. Hope you like Blue Moon" 

‘Is it beer? Then | love it." Dave said with a grin 


We stood at the island in the kitchen, drinking. Ben disappeared outside. 
Bailey finally put the kid down in a playpen. "Can you just make sure she doesn't escape? I'll be right back" 


"Wait, no-" D began Only she already left the room. 


‘lm gonna pick her up. She's so damn cute." | said. | put my bottle of beer on the counter and turned toward 


her. 
"Don't you fucking do it" Dave gave me a nasty look. 


"Come here, Lilly. You're so cute!" | cooed at her as | picked her up and held her to my chest. "Look, D. Look at 
her little feet!" 


He sighed and rolled his eyes. 


The baby giggled and grabbed a handful of my hair. 


"Now | like the baby." Dave smirked. 
Bailey came back then. "Aw, Lil, you making friends? Do you guys have children?" 


"No. | kind of want to but he - um, | mean no. Neither of us have any." | said. My cheeks burned as | turned 
back to the baby in my arms and giggled with her. 


"She likes you. She's flirting." Bailey said, pointing out that the baby was touching my nose and smiling at me. 
Dave was in trouble. This baby was bad news to him. 


"Oh, damn. | think she took a crap." | handed the kid back to Bailey. 


We said goodbye to them and decided we were too tired for grocery shopping. Instead we bought more beer 


and had a pizza delivered. 
Dave sighed and said, "They seem like cool people.” 


| kicked my sneakers off and plopped down on the couch. "Yeah, | feel better. The place will be a home to 


someone raising a family." 

He sat down next to me and handed me a bottle of Becks. "Still got baby fever?" 
"Kind of" 

"You'll get over it" 


After we ate, we decided to jump into the pool. | jumped in and splashed Dave. 

He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me under the water. As he tried to swim away from me, | reached out 
and grabbed the leg of his shorts. He simply wiggled out of them and swam away naked. | threw the wet 
shorts up on a chair and chased after him. I'm fairly certain he let me catch him. | slid my arms around his 
waist and pushed him to the side of the pool. His hands pushed my shorts off my hips and down my legs. | 
wiggled out of them and he pulled them out of the water and set on the concrete edge behind him. Then he 
turned back to me and pulled my face toward his and kissed me. | pressed my body into his. A moan escaped 
my lips when his cock rubbed against mine. | held him by his hips and licked the water droplets from his neck. 
My hands slid up his sides, onto his chest. | leaned back and looked at my hands pressed flat against him. 


"What?" He asked. 
"I just never stopped to see what touching you looked like.” 


"What does it look like?" 


"It looks like home." | told him before | leaned against him again and kissed his mouth. 


| pushed my tongue into his mouth and his slid into mine. His hands slid down my back, onto my ass and pulled 
me hard against him. After some more rubbing and kissing, | gripped his waist and lifted him out of the water 
and onto the concrete edge. | ran my hands up his calves, squeezing his muscles. Over his knees, my hands slid 
inside his thighs, pushing them apart. | ran my tongue up his inner thigh, collecting the water running over his 
warm skin. He ran his fingers through my wet hair as | took his cock in my mouth. He pushed his hips forward 
and | wrapped one fist around him and sucked him in and out my mouth. My tongue ran up and down before | 
started to lick just the head while my hand stroked him. | looked up and his hands were on the concrete behind 
him, holding him up while his head was tilted back. Soft moans spilled out of his open mouth. He was so 
beautiful. | continued stroking him as | sucked one of his balls into my mouth, running my tongue over the soft 
skin After a few moments | returned my mouth to sucking his cock. My hands gripped his hips and pulled him 
closer, his cock sliding deeper down my throat. 


"T, please!" He groaned. 


| felt his fingers dig into my scalp. His hips bucked against me and a low, throaty growl escaped him as he 
came in my mouth. | laid my head against his thigh as he brushed his fingers gently through my hair. 


"You're getting really good at that" He said with a soft laugh. 
‘| am?" | teased. 


"Yeah, it'll do." 


| moved alongside of him and pulled myself out of the water. | sat next to him, our thighs touching. | wrapped 
an arm around his back and put my head on his shoulder. "l'm happy.’ 


It sounded stupid but he would understand how much | meant it. 


Now that summer was over and fall had arrived, Dave and Josh and JP were back in the studio working on a 
new Vultures album. He was down there from around Il:00 in the morning to sometimes 10:00 or II:00 at right. 
This went on for about four or five weeks. | went down with him a couple times and hung around. Watching 
him play again was difficult, it really turned me on. Most nights, he'd come home and pull me into his arms and 
kiss me. Then we'd just hang out for a couple hours, talking and watching TV. Occasionally, he would come home 
horny as fuck and it didn't matter where in the house he found me, that's where he took me. One night, | was 
down in the studio trying to finish that song. One night, | was doing laundry. Tonight, | was sitting on the deck, 
having a beer, with my feet up. | heard the door slide open behind me. 


"Hey, babe. How are you?" | asked without turning around. 


"Tired. How are you?" He sat down next to me. 

"Bored. Bored as fuck. | feel like a housewife." 

"T, nobody's keeping you here while i'm working. Go do shit. | don't care." 
"Course you don't care. You're too busy to care." 


"That's not what | meant. I'm too fucking tired to argue with you tonight. Do your own thing, dude. | would 


never stop you." 


"| don't have a thing right now. | have you. Or had you. | never see you anymore and when | do, all you want to 


do is fuck!" 

He started laughing. 

"What? What the fuck is so funny?" 

"You sound like a chick" 

"Fuck you, D." | stood up to walk back inside when he caught my wrist. 


He pulled me into his lap. "Look, I'm sorry. It wasn't my intention to make you feel bored and neglected. What 


can | do?" 


| wanted to stay mad at him but damn, how do you stay mad at that smile and those perfect, loving eyes? | 
smiled and stroked his cheek with my index finger. 


‘lm sorry for being bitchy. You don't have to do anything. I'll find things to keep me busy.” Then | leaned into 
him and kissed his lips. 


He stood up, putting me on my feet, and took my hand. He led me upstairs, into the bathroom where he 
undressed. "Take a shower with me?" He whispered as he wrapped one hand around the back of my neck and 


buried his face in my hair. 


"D." | tried to protest but it dissolved in my throat when he slid his other hand under my shirt, along my 
back. 


Afterward, | brought him to the bed and lay him down on his stomach. | straddled his ass and rubbed his back 
for him. His skin was hot and damp and tanned. After a few more minutes of massaging, my hands were 


replaced by my tongue. 


"Babe, | can't" He mumbled. 

"Can't what, darling?" 

"So tired’ 

"Im only rubbing your back for you" | teased 
"Bullshit" 


| slid off of him, onto the bed. He pulled me into his arms and | felt his lips brush my ear. "I love you so much, 


babe." 


‘| love you, too." 


From the open garage door, | watched him leave on the bike the next morning. He had pulled me against him 


and kissed me roughly. 

"lll come home earlier tonight, | promise." 

"Just fucking go. Quit making me feel more like a neglected housewife." 
"You're a kept man" He said with a wink before he started the bike and left. 


| decided to hop in the truck and just take a drive, not having any particular destination in mind. | ended up in 
the driveway of my house. | pulled in just as Bailey was getting out of her car. 


"Hey!" | called to her. 
"Oh, its you. Hey, Taylor." She pulled the baby from the car seat. "How are you?" 
lm okay. How are you guys doing? All settled?" 


"Yeah, we're okay. We really love the house. We're so happy here. And the view of the canyon out back is 


stunning.” 
"That's why | bought the place. Can |?" | held out my arms to Lilly. 


"Of course." She handed me the little girl. 


"She looks good on you. Are you sure you're not gonna settle down one day?" 


"l am settled. Just doesn't look like we're gonna have kids." 
"You're married?" 
"No." 


"You and Dave..?" She studied my face. "No, you know what? Never mind, it's none of my business. Come on 


inside." 


Lilly wrapped her little fist around the collar of my shirt and | felt her tiny feet kicking my ribs. | was falling 


for this sweet little girl in my arms. 

"So what does Ben do for work?" 

"He's a lawyer. Just got a job with a huge firm out here. It's kind of scary" 
"Scary?" 

"Yeah. Sharks. All of them." 

"Ah, I've dealt with sharks a time or two. Good to have on your side though." 


"Ben was telling me about you guys and Nirvana and Foo Fighters. | was impressed. You know, in Nebraska, we 


love our country music though." She said with a playful grin. 

"Well, nobody's perfect: 

She laughed, shaking her fist at me. 

| smiled. | really enjoyed this girl. "Your band is very good, for pop rock, | guess." 
"Well, thank you for your approval.” 

"You are most welcome, Mister...?" 

"Hawkins." 

"Taylor Hawkins. That's a great name for a country singer.” 

"IFs just a shame ‘Achy Breaky Heart has been done already." 


She threw her head back and laughed. | laughed at her. Damn, she was so cute. 


"Where is Dave today?" 
"Working on another project with some friends of his." 


She started giving me that look again like she was trying to read something in my face. | looked down at Lilly 
and made a silly face at her, cooing and talking to her. 


"Me and Lil are gonna have lunch. Stay with us?" 
| looked up at Bailey. "I would love to." 


She made a salad while | grilled the piece of salmon she had. We sat at the table on the patio while Lilly sat in 
a highchair in the shade of the pergola 


Bailey put Lilly down for a nap in the nursery which used to be my drum room. | wandered around outside, 


checking the pool filter. 

"| changed into my suit. | hope that's not weird. It appears you live in yours so | thought maybe you'd want to 
go for a swim?" 

| spun around and she stood across the pool in a tiny black bikini. My mouth fell open. Aw, fuck. She flashed me 
big smile before she dove in. | was frozen as | watched her swim to the edge of the pool right beneath my 
feet. 

"Get in" She said and splashed my legs. 

‘lum. | cant, Bailey. | uh...” 

She giggled. "| know." 

"Know what?" 

"I know with whom you are settled. | have eyes and! caught your slip up the day we moved in." 

"Ah, so this was a test?" 

"Something like that. Just get in" 

| kicked off my flip flops and pulled my shirt off. Then | jumped over her. 


Eventually, we were just sitting on the side of the pool, our feet dangling in the water. 


“Sure is a shame though." 


"What is?" 

"Two fine ass looking men like you.." 

| laughed. "Fine ass looking? Is that Nebraskan for handsome?" 

She bumped my shoulder with hers. "So you live with Dave now? That why you rented the house out?" 
| nodded. "Bailey, it's difficult to talk about. You're not taping this conversation, are you?" 

"Well, a microphone won't really fit in this suit so | think you're safe." 

"You barely fit in that suit." | laughed softly. 

"Shut up! This is the first time | put it on since Lilly!" 

| meant it in a good way. You're beautiful.” 

"Oh!" She gasped. She bumped me again with her shoulder. "Thanks." 


We sat in awkward silence for a few minutes until she said,"You're really sweet. I'm so happy to have met you. 


You're my first Los Angeles friend" 


‘lm glad too." | smiled. Damn, why did she look so good to me? I'm gay now. Right? 


Breathe, Grohl. Just Breathe. 


Dave's POV 


Never one to go back on my word, | pulled the bike into the garage at 6:00. | climbed the stairs into the house 
and found it quiet. 


"Babe?" | called. No reply. "Taylor?" | called louder, heading to the bedroom. 

Empty. 

Was he in the studio and | just didn't notice, | wondered. Was he fucking around on me? | ran back downstairs 
to the music room. It was empty except for a single lit candle and a CD with a post it note on it. ‘Play me: | 
slide the CD into the computer and started playback. It was the song, completed. | sank into the chair as | 
listened to his disarming, warm voice singing words about love and memories and perfection. The guitar was 
romantic at times, mournful at others. | loved it. When it was over, | stopped the playback, put the disc back in 
the case and wiped my eyes. 


"Does that mean you think its good?" | heard his soft voice behind me. 


"IFs perfect. Like you. Come here." | spun the chair around to face him and reached for his hand. He took my 
hand and let me pull him into my lap. "I'm sorry I've been a shitty boyfriend to you lately.” 


"Yeah, what a total dick you've been" He grinned. 
"How can | make it up to you?" | slipped my hand under his shirt and rubbed small circles on his back. 
"This is surely a start" He said in a low, sexy voice. 


| ran my fingers down his cheek and drew him toward me to kiss him. Suddenly, | heard Fat Bottomed Girls. His 
phone. 


"Shit." He groaned. He pulled it from his pocket and looked at it. "Mom." 
"Answer it" | told him. 

"IIl call her later. So are you almost done recording?" 

"Almost. One or two more weeks. What did you do today, work on this?" 


Finished the last verse today when | got home. | spent a couple hours with Bailey and Lilly today. | really like 
them. Ben's a lawyer and Bailey says he loves us. And the baby, D, is so sweet! | know, | know. No babies. I'l 


just hang out with them to get my baby fix. Bailey scared the straight shit outta me. She went inside to put 
Lilly down for a nap and came out in a tiny little bikini and invited me into the pool. | thought she was coming 


on to me but she picked up on you and me, she said. She's real cute and sweet. | like her.” 


"Clearly. She is cute. I'm happy they're so cool. And my little neglected housewife made a girlfriend” | said as | 
tickled him. 


He squirmed in my lap and whined. "D, stop!" 


| tickled his ribs some more and he tried to hop off of me but | held him with one arm and pulled him into my 
kiss. | felt his fingers unbuttoning my jeans. | pulled away from him and pulled my T-shirt off. Then | lifted his 
over his head. | gripped both his gorgeous, solid shoulders in my hands as | ran my tongue over his clavicle. He 
tilted his head back with a sigh. | planted kisses down his chest before sucking his left nipple into my mouth. | 
pushed either of his knees to the outside of my thighs and wrapped my arms around his back. | stood up and 
his legs wrapped around my waist. Laying him down on his back on the small couch in the corner of the room, 
| gently hovered over him. | kissed his forehead, his temple, his cheek and jaw. | lifted my head and looked into 
his eyes. 


‘| love you more than you'll ever know." 

"I know how much you love me. Just slightly less than | love you." He said with a smirk. 

‘lm so lucky to have you." 

"Yes, you are." 

| smiled. "Not gonna cut me any fucking slack here, Hawkins?" 

"We'll see. Now kiss me." 

| shook my head as | wrapped one arm under his shoulders and lifted him against my chest. | kissed his open 
mouth. His fingertips danced lightly down my back until the reached the waistband of my jeans. He started 
pushing them down off my hips. | stood up and pulled them off and then pulled his shorts off. | slid back 
between his legs and he wrapped them around my hips. Our eyes locked as | slipped two fingers into his mouth. 
His mouth was soft and warm and wet as he sucked on my fingers. | drew them out of his mouth and slowly 
pushed them inside of him. He moaned softly and | caught his moan in my mouth when | kissed him. We fucked 
slowly and deeply. | lowered my head to rest my forehead against his, gazing into his eyes. Each time | thrust 
into him, his eyes grew wide and he grunted softly. | realized, as | watched his face, | no longer thought of sex 
with Taylor as sex with a man. It was just sex with the person | was in love with. 


After we showered, | made us dinner and we sat outside at the table. 


"Weather's changing. It feels cooler now." 


"It is October. We should have a Halloween party." T said. 
"| like a good costume party. Will you dress up as a woman again? For me?" 
"Maybe. But not for a party." He winked. 


"Oohh!" 


| can't believe you talked me into this." | grumbled. 

"Baby, you look so good" T said from behind me. 

| met his eyes in the mirror and glared at him. He handed me the black cowboy hat. | was Lemmy for 
Halloween, complete with fake sideburns and mustache, wore a black shirt open down my chest, black tight 
jeans and boots. Taylor decided he was going to be young Keith Richards. He wore a dark, spiky wig and black 
Ray Bans, a thin scarf around his neck, no shirt and tight, white hip hugger jeans that barely covered his dick. 
| secretly couldn't wait to peel them off of him. 

Mom and Lis and Mark came over early to help decorate and bring Mark and Katie trick or treating. 

"Who are you supposed to be?" Little Mark asked. 

‘lm Lemmy. Uncle T is Keith Richards." 

"| don't know who that is." 

"Thank God." Lis said and laughed. "T, you look obscene." 

"He looks perfect then Keith Richards is obscene." | said, winking at him. 

"Uncle T!" Katie squealed and hugged him. 


"Hey, my shirt! Wait, who are you supposed to be?" He asked her. 


‘lm the best rock drummer ever!" She said proudly. She wore a blond wig, T's Chevy Metal shirt and swim 
trunks with a pair of white track shoes. 


"John Bonham wasn't blond." | told her. 


"Who?" 


| sighed. 
"You're me?" T asked. 
Katie nodded. 


Tay grinned. "I've never been someone's costume before. Pretty cool, Katie. Thank you." He put his hand on her 


blond wig. "And what are you, Mark?" 

"Duh, Uncle T, I'm Loki." 

‘Oh, my bad. Who's that?" 

Mark rolled his eyes. "From Thor? Your song was in the movie, remember?" 

"Oh, right." 

We replaced all the light bulbs in the lamps with black lights. We hung life-sized skeletons from the banister, 
draped the furniture in black velvet, hung bats and spiders from the ceiling. Taylor carved pumpkins yesterday 
and set them out on the deck along with tiki torches. He and Bailey baked red velvet cupcakes with black icing. 
There was a ton of other food as well. | was in charge of beverages and | dropped about five bills at the liquor 
store. Mom took the kids trick or treating so Lis and Mark could stay for the party. Pat, Nate and Chris and 
their wives arrived. Several other friends came and Taylor asked Ben and Bailey to come also. He and Bailey had 
become good friends over the last couple weeks. 

"Dave, are you Lemmy?" Ben asked me. 

"Yes." 

Ben laughed. "That's awesome. Did you ask him?" 

"These are his hat and boots. | borrowed them." 

"So great!" 

"You're a shark?" 


"Yeah, bad lawyer joke." 


"Ah. What is Bailey?" | glanced at his wife, who had her hand on my boyfriend's bare chest. She had on a denim 
jumpsuit and high platform shoes with her brown hair straightened. 


"Anita Pallenberg. | don't know who that is." 

"Keith Richards’ girlfriend in the seventies." | said. What the fuck? 

| was talking to Nate, who dressed up as a caveman, when | felt arms slip around my chest. All | had to do 
was inhale that coconut scent to know the arms belonged to Tay. He kissed my cheek. "Hello, love." He 
whispered in my ear. "Hey, Ned." 

"T, nice pants. | can see your balls." 

"No, you can't. Do you want to?" 

"Nol" 

"Where's your girlfriend?" | asked him. 

"Are you jealous?" 

"Yeah, | could have been Anita 


"You don't have the tits for it." He said and slid his hands down my shirt. 


"So, | have to ask..| may regret it, but um, are you gonna fuck in costume later? Won't it be weird for Lem 


and Keith?" Nate asked. 

"Absolutely." | confirmed. 

‘Interesting. | can't picture it." 

"| can" T exclaimed and then wandered away. 


Chris and his wife were dressed like pretentious, pale skinned teenagers. "What the fuck are you two, My 
Chemical Romance fans?" | asked, as | popped open another beer. 


"We're Edward and Bella!" Cara announced proudly. 
"Who?" 
"Twilight" Chris muttered. 


| laughed so hard, | thought | pissed myself"Did you lose a bet or something? Is your hair supposed to look like 
that?" 


"| wanted to be Eddie and Alex Van Halen" He said. 

"But | agreed to put out tonight if he was Edward." 

"And l'm the one with the fucked up relationship." | commented. 

| turned to see T across he room, talking to Gannin with his arm around Bailey's shoulders. They're only 
friends, | reminded myself. She's married and he loves me. | drained the bottle in my hand and reached for 
another. 

| caught T by the hand and pulled him into the shadows alongside the house, just beyond the pool. | pushed him 
against the side of the house and kissed him. He clutched the open sides of my shirt in both hands and pulled 
me closer. | pushed the wig off his head and then hooked one hand under a knee and pulled it up around my hip. 


| can't wait until all these people leave so | can fuck you." | growled in his ear. 


"Let's kick them out now" He muttered. | kissed him again, our tongues playing with each other, our lips 
twisting and crushing together. 


"Oh!" 
We heard a gasp. We both turned to see Bailey standing a few feet away. 


"Sorry! | just wanted to find you to say goodnight. Also, that was so hot, can | watch you do it again?" She 
giggled. 


Tay slid out from between me and the house. He flashed me a grin and then put his arm around her. 
"Good night, Dave. Thank you for inviting us." 

"Get home safe, B" 

| found Lis and Mark hanging out with Pat and his wife in the kitchen 

"Hey, Lemmy. You seen my brother?" 

"Nope" 

"Good, then | can steal this bottle of Crown and go get wasted in his garage." 

"Go for it. Just don't fuck with his motorcycle, | heard he's a little attached to it" 


"His boyfriend gave it to him." 


"Boyfriend? | didn't know your brother had a boyfriend" 

"Yeah, a cute little blond boy" 

"Cute, huh?" 

"My daughter thinks so. 

| laughed. "Yeah, Lis. What were you thinking letting her be Taylor for Halloween?" 

"Oh, its a little crush, no big deal” 

"Wait, your niece has a crush on T?" Pat asked 

| nodded 

"She knows you are...” 

"| guess. She knows we live together 

"She knows. She talks about you guys together all the time. She thinks it's cute" 

"We are pretty fucking adorable" 

Lis and Mark stayed the night. They broke open that bottle of Crown and ended up finishing it so they were in 
no shape to get home. | directed them to spare room farthest away from our room. | didn't want them to 
hear my baby screaming later. | returned downstairs to find T. The house was trashed. It was a good party. 


Pat and Nate and Chris were trying to clean up a little on their way out. 


"Get the fuck outta here, guys. Stop. We'll get it tomorrow. Go home. Edward, Bella, go get some sex. The rest 
of you, get home safe. Where's Keith?" 


"Herel" We heard. Where the hell was he? 
"Tay?" | called. 


"Down here!" All seven of us leaned over the railing and saw T in full costume yet, lounging on a floatie in the 


pool. 
"Babe, are you wasted?" 


"Nooool" 


Cara snapped a picture. "T, white jeans and going commando, not a good idea getting them wet, honey." She 


called to him. 
"You love iH" He yelled back 

"You have fun with that" She said to me. 

"Fuck, help me get him out?" | asked them. 

"No way , you're on your own" 

| saw them out and then rounded the house to get T 

"Babe, let's go to bed" | said from the edge of the pool 

"Come and get me. 

"No. Come on | want to take you to bed” 

"You do?" 

"Yes, come on, baby" 

"Okay" He slid off the floatie and waded through the water to the steps. ‘It's cold” 
"Hts two in the morning in October, hon" 

"Well, why the fuck were we swimming then?" 

"We weren't. You were” 

"Oh! 


| got him inside and up to the bedroom. He stood in the middle of the room, dripping wet and shivering. "Tay.." | 
groaned, thinking about he had too much to drink and wandered into the pool by himself. 


| unzipped his pants and pushed them down his legs. He leaned over on my back as | crouched down to remove 


the wet pants from around his ankles. 


"Stay right here." | threw the waterlogged pants onto the tiled floor in the bathroom and grabbed a fresh 


towel. 


Upon returning to the bedroom, | found T curled up in bed. 


| was gone for five seconds!" | grumbled. "Babe, come on | need to dry you off. You'll get sick’ 
"D>" 

"Yeah?" 

"Let's have sex." 

| would love to but you're drunk" 

"That's okay." He mumbled as | rubbed the towel over his hair. "Hey, D?" 
"Yog?" 

‘| really love you." 

| know, baby. | love you too." 

‘I'm sorry | didn't ask you to be Anita” 

"That's okay." 

"Get in bed, l'm so cold" 

‘Okay, give me five minutes." 

"Now!" He whined, gripping my wrist. 

"I gotta take this shit off. Five minutes, okay?" 


When | returned from peeling the fake sideburns and mustache off in the bathroom, Taylor was snoring softly. 
| climbed into bed and pulled him against my chest. 


"Love you, T" | whispered. 
He moaned and snuggled deeper into my embrace. 


In the morning, | woke up and T was snuggled against my side, his arm thrown across my chest and his other 
hand balled in a fist under his chin. | loved waking up to this sight. It always made me smile. | kissed his 
forehead and slid out of bed. His slumbering body felt me leave and curled into itself even more. Poor baby 
was going to have a hell of a day after last night, | thought. | took a quick shower and then crept downstairs. 
Lis and Mark must still be asleep also. | turned on the Keurig and then set about cleaning up. 


| filled one trash bag full of empty bottles just from the inside of the house. | moved on to the deck and filled 


another bag. | had just started cleaning up plates and cups when | saw Lis making her way down the stairs. 
"Morning." 

"Fuuuuck you." She whispered. 

"Ah, hung over, sis?" 

"Just a little. What time is it?" 

"A little after nine." 

"Damn. Coffee." 

"Its on, go ahead." 

"How are you not hung over?" 

"Forgot to drink enough." 

"Pussy." 

"| found T in the pool last night. He's gonna have pneumonia plus a hangover." 
"In the pool? What the fuck is wrong with him?" 

"He's a fucking idiot." 

"Obviously." 


Lis sat on the couch, drinking her coffee and watching me take down decorations. | was standing on a stool, 


trying to reach a bat hanging from the ceiling when the stool shifted and | fell on the floor. 


"SHIT!" | screamed, landing on the leg | had broken. | was afraid to move, if | broke it again, | was gonna to be 
pissed! A sharp pain shot through my body and rendered me immobile. 


"Dave! Are you okay?" 
Breath, Grohl, just breath. You didn't break it. Get up. 


"What the fuck is going on down here?" Tay mumbled from the top of the stairs, naked. "What are you doing 


on the floor?" 


"| fell off the fucking stool.” | grumbled, attempting to stand up. Lisa shook her head and hooked a hand under 
my armpit and tried to lift me. 


Gingerly, | put my foot on the floor and leaned some weight on it. So far, so good. | sighed. "I'm okay." 
"Jesus, don't scare me like that!” T slammed a hand on the banister before he turned back to the bedroom. 
"Was he..is he allergic to clothing or something?" Lisa asked as | put an arm around her shoulders. 

"More less." 


A week later and much to my amazement, Taylor didn't even catch a sniffle from his late night swim. It had 
been almost three months and he finally decided to sit down and have a conversation with his mother. She 


called about once a week and he ignored them. 


Initially, | did encourage him to talk to her because | couldn't understand not talking to her for that long, even 
if he was angry. But eventually | let it go when it started to cause tension between the two of us. He'd do it 
when he was ready. That day appeared to be today. 


"l'Il leave you alone." | told him as | started to get up out of my chair on the deck. 


He had already dialed and was waiting for someone to answer when he put his hand on my arm which meant 


‘stay. 


"Hi Mom." | listened to his side of the conversation. "I'm good. | know, well, | was very angry with you. It wasn't 
right. You hurt me. | left him in England. Do you understand that? The thing you said to me caused me to 
leave him. | understand you thought you were protecting me but dammit, Mom. This is what | want. | want him 
and | always will. Yes, Mom. He fucking left everything hanging halfway around the world to come after me. 
Who does that?" His voice became louder and louder until he was nearly shouting into the phone. | put my hand 


on top of his to calm him down. 

He glanced over at me and | gave him a weak smile. 

‘lm sorry for yelling at you. | am simply frustrated with you. | know its taken a while for you to adjust to 
this but its real and I'm not giving it up just because you can't deal with it. | would like to see you and Dad. Do 
you think you would want to come to the house for Thanksgiving? Dave's family will be here too. Okay, call me 
back then. | love you too, Mom." He put the phone down and sighed, hanging his head. 


"They're just never going to get it" He said quietly. 


"They get it. Its just hard for them to embrace it. And I'm sorry, but you don't help that. You can't avoid her 
for three months and then scream at her, baby. Nothing gets accomplished that way." | said gently, not 


wanting to ruffle him. | slid my hand across his back and rubbed it softly. 
"Thank you, family therapist Dave." 


"No problem whatsoever." | stood up and pulled him into a hug. 


Home For The Holidays 


| stood in the archway of the kitchen, wathcing my boyfriend and my mother prepare Thanksgiving dinner. 
Taylor had called his parents and invited them over. 


"I'm nervous.” Tay said to my mom as he helped her peel potatoes. 


‘Oh, baby. Don't be nervous. Everything will be fine. They love you, you know they do. They're just worried. 


Two men together is new to them and one of them is their son I'll be here for you, dear." 
"Thank you." He leaned over and kissed her cheek 


‘Okay, now boil these for a half hour. l'm going to pick up the turkey and get the pan from my house. I'll be 


back in a couple hours." 


He washed the dishes and turned around to put the knives away when he saw me in the doorway, watching 


him with arms crossed over my chest, leaning against the archway. 

"Shit, babe, | have knives in my hand!" 

"I have one in my pants, come here." | sneered at him and crossed the room. | pulled him into my arms and 
kissed him. My hands slid around his back and untied the apron Mom insisted he wear. "Look at my little 
housewife." 

"D..the potatoes!" He tried to squirm out of my arms. 

"l'Il be done before they are." 


"Gee, how lucky for me" he replied. 


| laughed against his neck. Then pulled the apron over his head, along with his shirt. My mouth was on his 


chest and my hands were inside his pants. His head fell back and he groaned loudly as my hand cupped his balls 


and squeezed. | abruptly spun him so that his stomach was pinned against the counter. | yanked his pants down 


and squeezed his ass. 


"Fuck!" He moaned when he felt my mouth on his balls. Then | slid my tongue over his ass, licking, kissing 
before | pushed inside of him. He reached one hand back and raked his fingers through my hair. 


| stood up and pushed my jeans off my hips. | pulled him away from the counter by his waist. He watched as | 
wrapped one hand around my shaft while the other hand cupped his ass. Tay raised his eyes to meet my gaze 


when | entered him. 


"Potatoes are nearly done, darling." he said between broken moans. 

"So am |" | replied just before | withdrew from him. "Let me come in your mouth, please?" 

"Because you said please." He smirked as he slid down my body to his knees. He stroked my with his hand while 
licking the head of my dick. Tay held his mouth open as | thrust forward. | held his head in my hands and 
groaned loudly. 

"Fuuuck, T, yes!" 

He wiped his mouth and said, "Turn those off in five minutes. I'm gonna shower." 

"Hey," | caught his hand and pulled him into a hug. "I love you." 


"| know." He grinned before | kissed him. 


Lis and Mark and the kids arrived first. Katie hugged Tay around the waist. "You smell good, Uncle T, what is 
that?" 


"Probably the shampoo, | just got out of the shower a few minutes ago." 

"| like it" 

"Thanks." He said, extricating himself from her grip. 

Taylor was sitting on the floor, his back against the couch. We pushed the table against the far wall so that 
Katie could sit on one side of him, Mark on the other. | stretched out behind them on the couch. | played with 
Tay's hair as we watched A Christmas Story on TV. 

"Taylor, hon, | hear a car in the driveway." Mom called from the kitchen 

"Shit" He mumbled as we stood up. 

"Who is it, Uncle T?" Mark asked. 


"My parents." 


My baby welcomed them inside, kissing his mother and hugging his father. "Thank you for coming, It's good to 


see youl” 
"We're so happy you asked, Taylor. | never meant to hurt you, you know." 


"| know, Mom. | never should have waited so long to call you." 


“Something smells wonderful. That must be Virginia cooking!" His father said as he wandered toward the kitchen 
"Gerry, so nice to see you again!" Mom hugged him. Then greeted Tay's mother. 


"Do you remember Dave's sister, Lisa, and her husband Mark?" He asked his parents. "These are their kids, 


Katie and Mark. Katie's my girl." 

Lisa and Mark exchanged greetings with his parents. | shook Gerry's hand and hugged Elizabeth. Mom and Lisa 
and Taylor brought everything to the table. | sat on one side of Tay, Katie on the other. His mother insisted on 
saying a prayer. The rest of us mumbled "amen" when she was done. 

Then she said, "Wait!" We had all started to reach for food. "We all need to say something we are thankful for." 
Everybody groaned. "I'll start" She smiled at me. "| am thankful for Dave." 

My head snapped up. "Me?" 

"Yes, you big ape. You. You take very good care of my boy and | love you for that.” 


| grinned. "My turn. | am thankful for Gerry and Elizabeth Hawkins for creating Taylor.” 


"I am thankful for my children, who teach me every day to be optimistic about love and acceptance." Lisa 


spoke up. 

"L am thankful for Gram." Little Mark said. 

‘Lam thankful my daughter didn't wear a T-shirt and board shorts today." Big Mark said. 

‘Lam thankful I'm almost old enough to move out of my parents’ house." Katie said. 

Everybody laughed. Taylor and his father looked at each other. It was down to them. 

Gerry cleared his throat. "| am thankful that my son has strong convictions and stands up, even to me, for 
what he believes in. And what he believes in is you, Dave. So regardless of seeming unable to embrace my 
son's choice, | am also thankful to Virginia for raising a fine young man" 

The table was silent. Taylor continued to stare at his father. 


Finally, he said very quietly, "| am thankful for my parents’ love." 


Then all the adults wiped their eyes while the kids reached for food. 


Lisa and | were out, Christmas shopping for the kids and Mom, when she asked me what | was doing for T for 


Christmas. 
"| have no idea What are you doing for Mark?" 

"Fucking him, probably. That won't work for you though" 
"Yeah, it'd be like every other day, then" 

"Get him some sex toys" 

"Got that covered already" 

"Seriously? l'm so jealous of you right now." 

"You should be 


Tay texted me and asked to meet him for dinner at Montage in Beverly Hills. “That's strange. That's not his 
style." | said to Lis. 


"IFs nice. A nice, romantic dinner. Maybe you'll get laid afterward. 

| scoffed. "Maybe?" 

| arrived at the Montage at 6:45, fifteen minutes early. | sat by myself at the bar and ordered a beer. 
"Dave Grohll" The bartender smiled. She was a pretty dark haired girl. "Meeting friends?" 

"Yeah, my boy- best friend” 

"Ah, well it's great to meet you. If | can do anything for you, just yell. lim Jade." 

"You got it." 

| checked the time on my phone. It said 7:10. No messages. Where the fuck is he? | glanced around the bar. 
There was a pretty blond girl a few stools down who smiled at me when my glance passed in her direction. | 
smiled back. There was something oddly familiar about her. | dropped my glance to her feet. She wore fishnet 
stockings and black patent leather stiletto heels. Working my eyes up, | saw a black miniskirt and gold lame’ 


halter top under a denim jacket. She had dark, smoky eyes and red lips. She was still smiling at me. She was 
standing up and walking toward me. Shit. She pulled out the stool next to me. 


"Hello, lover." 

Wait. 

"Holy shit!" 

He giggled. 

"What are you doing?" | gasped. "You look amazing!" 

"This is what you wanted, right?" 

"Yes!" And | kissed him quickly. 

"Get ya another Blue Moon, honey?" Jade asked him. 

He smiled sweetly and nodded. 

"She thinks you're..?" 

He raised an eyebrow. "You did. You were checking me out. What would your boyfriend think about that?" 
"What boyfriend?" 

He gasped when | slid my hand under his skirt. Then he slapped my hand away. "Excuse mel" He exclaimed. 


| grumbled and finished my second beer. Jade was there with another as soon as | set the empty bottle down. 
Tay leaned one elbow on the bar, propped his head on his hand and stared at me. 


"What?" 

"Take me to dinner. Wine and dine me." 

"Ah, this is a date?" 

"Do you normally date random women you pick up in hotels?" 
"Let's be clear, you picked me up." 

"| did no such thing!" 


| put my arm around his back to support him as he walked in those fucking shoes. He was alarmingly good at 


it. 


We were seated at a small, dimly lit table in the back of the restaurant. | could not stop staring at him as we 


ate. 

"Why are you staring at me?" 

"Is just..you're stunning. It's disarming." 

He smiled. "I'm a dude in drag, D" 

"I know and | love it.” 

"Good, cause we aren't done yet." 

"Ohhh!" He slipped a hand underneath his halter top and pulled out a key card. 

"Oh, Hawkins. You dirty little slut, what kind of man do you take me for?" 

"The kind that wants to go upstairs and fuck me." 

"You appear to have me pegged correctly." 

"The moment you walked in the door." 

We walked through the lobby, my hand against his back. Several people paused to glance in our direction | 
couldn't tell if it was because of me or because of me being spotted with a rather tall, beautiful blond woman. 
Inside the elevator, | pulled him against my chest and kissed him deeply. The elevator stopped on the twentieth 
floor. Tay took my hand and led me down the hall and slid the card into a door. He opened it and stepped inside. 
"Come on" He said to me. 

"Promise me one thing?" 

"What?" 

"Keep the stockings and shoes on?" 


He rolled his eyes. "Just get the fuck in here." 


| scooped him into my arms as | entered the room and the door closed behind me. | carried him to the bed and 


dropped him. | was about to pounce on top of him when he held up his hands. "Wait!" 


"What?" | groaned. 


"Go into the bathroom and put on the things | left in there." 

‘Seriously? What's in there?" 

"Just do it" 

In the bathroom there was that fucking pink dress. Aw, fuck. Not this thing again. | shook my head as | took 
my shirt and pants off. | pulled that fucking thing over my head and down over my chest and stomach. | found 
sheer stockings and tan shoes to put on also. He also left me two hair elastics and a tube of pink lip gloss. This 
is embarrassing, | thought. Sure, hot as fuck when the dress was on him. Gross on me. | looked at myself in 
the mirror. Fucking hideous. 

"Get your ass out here, Grohl!" 

Shit. | opened the door and stepped out. Tay sat up on the bed and gave me the once over. 

Hmm" 

"Hmm?" 

"Something's missing." 

"| put on everything that was in there." 

"Try this" He handed me a small black velvet box. 

"What the fuck, T?" 

"Open it" 

It was a simple silver band. | took it from the box. 

"Don't look so fucking scared. It doesn't mean anything except that | love you. Read the inside." 

| held it closer to my face. "When I'm miles away." 

"T, | this is..perfect. Thank you." 

| forgot about the silly shit | was wearing, | only thought of being in his arms. | crawled onto the bed, on top 


of him and kissed him, pushing his wig off his head, running my hand up his thigh. | was pleased to discover, 


even in a skirt, my baby still goes commando. | found his dick and stroked it slowly. He moaned in my ear. 


| laid on my back, panting. The dress was no more. At some point, it frustratingly got in my way so | ripped it 
off. Tay's gold halter top was a casualty as well. There was black eye make up smudged down his cheeks and 
red lipstick all over his mouth. It worried me that this turned me on all over again. 


"Fuck, D" He sighed. "That was painful." 
"I hurt you?" | sat up. "I'm sorry." 


"Yeah, but it was so fucking good." He grinned before he kissed me. "Come, take a shower with me." He pulled 
me up from the bed. 


"We should go on dates more often" | said with a dumb grin. 


| was sitting in my car, at a redlight, when | glanced down at my left hand. That ring, that perfect, completed 
circle. Thats what Tay and | are. A completed circle. And | was scared when he gave me it. | did, for the 
briefest of moments, wonder if he was asking me to marry him. As much as | loved and wanted and needed 
him, marriage was way out of the question for me. At least, right now it was. But | did realize what | had to 


do now. 
"Come on, buddy!" And a car horn ripped me from my reverie. 


The light had turned green. | went to 606 to have a bit of privacy. Okay, to get away from T so | could plan 
his Christmas gift. The next stop | made was the jeweler. 


At home, | stopped at the top of the stairs and had to laugh to myself at the sight of T on a step stool 
(purchased after my attempt to fly in October), decorating a giant Christmas tree in the corner of the family 
room. He had a Santa hat on and was shaking his ass to ‘Run, Rudolph, Run: | leaned against the door frame 
and watched him, as was becoming my creepy habit. It made me realize that much of what attracted me to 
Taylor was the way he approached things with childlike enthusiasm. Nothing was ever not worth doing to him. 
And nobody I'd been with before would have done this. They would have found it silly and therefore, pointless. 
But to Tay, the silliness always had a point, to bring a smile to his face and to my face. And he always 
succeeded in that regard. | snuck up behind him and grabbed him by his hips and swung him down off the 
stool. He screamed like a little girl until | set him on the floor and he saw it was me. | pulled him against me 
and kissed him. 


"You scared the shit outta me, asshole!" He yelled and tried to push me away. 


"I was watching you a good five minutes. | saw you shaking your ass." | kissed him again. "The tree looks 


wonderful. It's huge." 


"I thought it would be fun to decorate the house. | like Christmas. And Christmas music is super cheesy 


awesomeness, even if it is by Dave Grohl and Lemmy Kilmister." He said with a laugh. 


We traveled down to Laguna to see Tay's family for a couple days. | was allowed to sleep in his room with him 
this time. Isn't progress a wonderful thing, kids? That was all the Christmas gift | needed. His father even 
refrained from arguing with him. It was a Christmas miracle. 

On Christmas Eve, we all gathered at Chris and Cara's for dinner. It was my own silly tradition that | always 
gave them old vinyl | found at Sal's. It was a small gesture but it was now tradition and that meant more than 
anything. | also had T's ring in my pocket. | battled all day with myself over when and where to give it to him. 
Was doing it in front of our closet friends appropriate? 

It didn't matter once he leaned against my thigh and felt it. 

"What is that?" He asked. 

"Nothing. Don't worry about it right now." 

"No, what is it?" He wouldn't let it go. 

Its my dick. Now, stop it." 

He laughed. "That's not your dick. Trust me, | would know if it was." 

"What are you two going on about over there?" Cara asked. 

"He's trying to make me give him a handie" T replied. 

‘lim trying to make him stop." 

| find that hard to believe." She said with a smirk and a wink. 

"What is it?" T whispered. 

"Not gonna let it go?" 

He shook his head. 

"Fine. Here." | pulled the box from my pocket and put it on the table in front of him. 

He smiled like a kid in a candy store as he opened the box. He looked at the inscription. ‘I'm still next to you: 
"D, this is perfect! Thank youl" He slid it onto his finger before he threw his arms around my neck. 

Then, for the first time in front of our friends, he kissed me. His kiss was long and deep, his lips were 


powerful against mine as his tongue danced and twisted with mine. There was stunned silence in the room. The 


men pretended to be extremely interested in whatever was on the table in front of them. The women stared, 


open mouthed, at us. 

"Why don't you kiss me like that?" Cara asked Chris as she smacked his arm. 

Not missing a single beat, he replied, "Because you have a vagina" 

Christmas morning found Mom and Lis and Mark and the kids in our family room. With Lisa's permission, we 
finally gave Little Mark that drumkit he'd been asking for. Tay realized he had way too many laying around his 
house in pieces, never being used. He gave up the kit he used when we recorded Echoes. The kid went ballistic. 
He begged to start playing it immediately but T and | are adults, most of the time, and we gave the sticks to 


his mother. 


Taylor then brought out a black guitar case with a red bow on it. He handed it to Katie. "Merry Christmas, 
Katie." He smiled at her. 


He gave her one of the acoustic guitars he'd managed to collect over the years. This particular one used to 
belong to Joe Walsh and was signed by him. Taylor struggled with his decision to give it away and | could tell it 
pained him now. 

Katie opened the case and gently ran her fingers over the pick guard. She looked up at T and smiled. Then she 
closed the case and laid it on the floor beside her. She jumped to her feet and wrapped her arms around his 


neck. 


"Thank you, Uncle T! | know how much it means to you. | swear, | will take good care of it | love it! And | love 


you" 

"| know you'll take good care of it. I| love you, too" 

He plucked something off one of the tree branches and dropped in my lap. It was a small gift-wrapped box. 
"More jewelry? You shouldn't have 

"| didn't: Open it" 

A set of old Ford car keys. "Keys?" | asked, like a moron 

"Check the garage. 

The kids and | both scrambled to our feet and ran down the stairs into the garage. 

"Wow!" Mark yelled and ran his hand across the fender 


"This is awesome!" | said with a grin a mile wide. 


A 1965 Ford Falcon Ranchero in candy apple red and white. It was so beautifull The adults came down the stairs 


slowly. | whirled around and grabbed my magnificently awesome boyfriend in my arms and kissed his mouth. 
"T, how did you..? Where did you find it? | love it!" 


"| passed it at a used car lot about a month ago. It just screamed 'Dave!" He said as he splayed his hands out 
in front of him. 


"It does scream you, bro. Very loudly." Lis said with a chuckle. 
"I love it! Thank you!" 


Back upstairs, | pulled an envelope from under the tree and handed it to T, who sat on the floor with his legs 
folded. Katie and Mark sat on either side of him. 


"This is much less impressive, D" He joked, waving it around in front of him and the kids. 
"Fine, if you don't want it." | tried to snatch it away from him. 


"| may as well open it" He ripped it open and unfolded the papers. He glanced at the rest of us before he read 
it. 


"Well, what the hell is it?" Big Mark yelled. 

| renewed his subscription to Drummer's World" | grinned. 

‘It's a two week trip to Whistler." T said. He tilted his head when he looked at me. 
"You..don't want to go?" | panicked. 


| thought it was a good idea and now | fucked up. He doesn't want to go to Canada. Of course he doesn't, Dave, 
you jackass. Look at him, does it look like he likes snow? 


Then, very slowly, a smile spread across his lips. "You're taking me to Canada for two weeks! Two weeks in 
Canada together! 

Snowboarding with you in Canada! We're going boarding in Canada! He finally yelled and jumped up and hugged 
me. 


| sighed, "Jeez, | thought | fu- messed up. | thought you hated the idea" 


"No, | was in shock. This sounds amazing!" 


You Made It Through 


Taylor's POV 

On a Sunday, we flew a charter jet from LA to Vancouver and then took a helicopter from Vancouver to 
Whistler. The hotel D made the reservation with was incredible. It was called Pan Pacific and was right in 
Village Centre. He booked a suite on the sixth floor and the view of the mountain was amazing! | was like a kid 
again | ran to the floor to ceiling windows and back to D, who was still in the doorway. | threw myself into his 
arms. He dropped his suitcase and wrapped his arms around my back 


"This is so awesome, D! Thank you for doing this! We're gonna have so much fun!" 


"We could turn around and go home right now and it was worth it for me. | love watching you spaz out.” He 


laughed 
"What do you want to do first 

"Eat. 'm starving” 

"Okay, yeah. Eat. Sounds good. Let's go find somewhere to eat” 

He laughed at me again He took my hand and kissed my open palm. 


We found an Irish Pub in the hotel. We sat in a booth and ate burgers and drank Guiness. After, | begged him 


To go outside and play in the snow. 

"We never get to see snow! | seriously can't wait until tomorrow. Please!" 

| held his hand as we walked back up to the room to put on hats and scarves and coats. | really no longer 
cared who saw us or what they thought. | loved this man and he was a good man. He deserved to know | was 
proud to be with him. He pulled on a shiny, green jacket with a gray hat and scarf. Suave, sophisticated Grohl. | 
put on the Columbia parka | bought yesterday and my old, tan knit hat and my purple scarf. We hit the street 
and walked around until | spotted a skating rink. | let go of his hand and rushed ahead. I've never been ice 
skating. 

"Can we?" | asked with a smile. 

"Ice skating? Shit, babe. It's hard. You're gonna bust your litle ass." 

"| don't care. Itll be fun" 


| busted my ass. He was right. He helped me stand up and kept an arm around me as we made our way around 


the rink. Other people glanced at us as they sped by. | glanced at D's face, he simply looked at me and smiled. 
"Not as much fun as you thought, huh?" He asked. 
"m having a blast." 


D bought us hot chocolate and we sat on a bench and watched other, better skaters. "T, there's something | 
want to talk to you about” 


| hated conversations that began that way. "What is it?" 

"The rings. Um, remember you said you weren't asking me to marry you?" 
"Yeah." 

"Do you..is that something you want us to do? You want me to do?" 

"Um. | don't know. | never really thought about it. Do you?" 

"Nol" He sounded way too adamant. 

"Geez, you don't have to sound so against it" 


"Not because its you. | just don't want to be married at all. You're mine and I'm yours for the rest of my life, 


T. | want that to be enough for you. | pray its enough for you." 
"Being next to you will always be more than enough for me, D" | told him. 


He put his cup down and then took his gloves off. He took my face in his hands and kissed me. "I love you so 
much!" 


Back in the room, | built a fire in the fireplace while D unpacked our bags. We called for someone to bring us 
some beer, too. He came out of the bedroom in just a pair of plaid, flannel pants. He sat down on the floor in 
front of the fireplace, leaning up against the sofa. | handed him a beer. 


"Thanks. Go take your clothes off. | put your shit on the right side of the wardrobe in there." 


| stood up and smirked at him as | pulled my shirt over my head. Then | took my pants off. Naked, | sat down 
on the floor next to him, opening a bottle for myself. 


"Fuck this." He mumbled and took the bottle out of my hand. 


He set it on the table alongside the sofa, along with his own. Then he attacked me. He forced me onto my back 


and kissed my mouth as he climbed on top of me. | slid my hands down his back, pushing his pants down. He 


was kissing my neck as his hands smoothed my hair away from my face. 
"Taylor." He whispered in my ear. "Let me make love to you." 


My whole body shivered. God damn, | could hear the need in his voice. He forgot to wait for my response. He 
slowly slid down my body, leaving a burning trail of kisses from my neck to my chest, to my stomach, to my 
hip, and down my inner thigh. | ran my fingers through his hair, watching him as he glanced up at me. He was 
about to put my cock in his mouth but | pulled him back up to my mouth instead. | kissed him deeply, swirling 
my tongue around his. 


"Make love to me, baby." | told him. His hair fell over his face and | pushed it behind his ears. "You're so 


beautiful to me." 

He smiled as he thrust his hips against me. The friction between us made me hard and a throaty groan spilled 
from my mouth. He wrapped an arm around my shoulders and rolled us so that | was on top of him. | pushed 
myself up, off his chest and straddled him. Holding him in one hand, | lowered myself onto him and slowly let 
him fill me. With hands on his chest, | looked down into his eyes. 


| was surprised when my own orgasm came on quite suddenly. | ground my ass down hard against him as my 


hips bucked forward. 
D stroked my cock with his hands as | came. "D! Fuck, yes!" | grunted. 


He caught my come in his hand and then brought it to his mouth. Soon after, he locked his hands around my 


hips as he slammed his eyes shut. He thrust upward and with a single "Fuckl", he came inside of me. 

| slid off of him and down along side of his body. | rested my head on his chest, draping an arm across his 
stomach. | felt his hand playing with my hair. We lay in front of the fire in comfortable silence until | heard 
him snoring. 

We went skiing and snowboarding during the day, tried a new restaurant for dinner every night and made love 
in front of the fire for the next fourteen days. It was the best two weeks of my life. | didn't want it to end 
and | pouted as we boarded the helicopter back to the Vancouver airport. 

As D was driving us home from LAX, my phone started ringing. ‘Achy Breaky Heart: It was Bailey. 

"Hey, B we just got home, what's up?" 


Crying. 


"Bailey?" 


"Taylor. Ben..Ben.he..ch, Jesus!" 
"Bailey, what happened? Where is Ben? Okay, we'll be right there. Where's Lilly, B?" 
"Right here, she's fine. Taylor, oh God!" And she started sobbing again 

| turned to D. "You gotta take us over to the house.” 

"What's going on?" He asked. | could see the fear and concern in his expression 

"| dont know. Something happened to Ben but she won't say what! 


There were 3 cop cars in the driveway when we got there. | jumped out of the car and ran toward the house. 


A uniformed cop stopped me. 

"This is my house! Bailey is my friend Where is she?" | screamed at the cop. 

"You own the premises, sir?" 

"Yes! Where is Bailey?" 

"Taylor?" She yelled from inside. 

| pushed the cop aside and ran up the steps, into the house. | found Bailey sitting at the dining table, holding 
Lilly. A woman in street clothes and a badge around her neck was trying to talk to her. | raced to her side and 
took Lilly in my arms. 

"Bailey, what is going on?" 

"He's gone." She said blankly. 

| glanced at the cop. She shook her head. Dead? Ben was dead?? 


"Gone? Where, Bailey?" | don't know why but | needed hear it from her. 


"They found him in his office. He overdosed. | didn't even know he was taking drugs. How could | not know?" She 
finally looked up at me. Her big, chocolate eyes were bloodshot and puffy. 


"Can | take her home with me?" | asked the officer. 
‘Sure. Just make sure you're available to us if necessary." 


"Okay, B, take Lilly and go see Dave out in the car. | will get her seat from your car and gather her stuff. I'l 


pack a bag for you too. You can come and stay with us for a while. Is that okay?" 


She gazed into my eyes for a moment. | tried to smile at her and nod, encouraging her to move. | followed her 
outside and opened her car. | looked at the baby's seat and | had no idea what | was doing. | struggled with it 
for what felt like an eternity. Finally getting it free, | brought it over to Dave and shoved it into his hands. 


"Ben is dead. Overdose. | told Bailey to come home with us for a little while. I'm sorry | didn't ask, no time to." | 
told him quietly. 


"Yeah, no. It's fine. I'll take care of this." 


| ran back inside and found a bag inside the nursery and threw in everything | could get my hands on. Then | 
walked into the master bedroom, my old bedroom, and | stood in the middle of the room for a moment 
panicking. What are you doing? Overdose. Dead. The realization hit me like a ton of bricks. Ben was dead. | was 
close to dead once. No time to think about that now! Get your shit together, Hawkins! | opened the closet and 
found a small suitcase on the shelf. | opened it and started throwing clothes in. | searched for clothes I've seen 
her wear before and avoided looking at Ben's clothes. The cops cleared out of the house and left. The woman 
gave me her card before she left and made me give her my phone number. | locked the door behind me and 
picked up the bags and turned toward the car. Dave stood next to the open back door. Bailey and Lilly were in 
the back seat. | met Dave's stare and gave a slight shrug. 


At home, | took Bailey upstairs to the guestroom. Dave called Lisa and asked her to come over and help with 


Lilly. 

"Why don't you see if you can take a nap, B?" | asked gently. 

I'm not tired" She said as she stretched out on the bed. 

"Can | bring you something? Are you hungry?" 

"No." 

"Let me know if | can get you something.” | said as | turned to leave. 
She took my hand. "Don't leave, T, please? Stay with me." 

"Okay" | sat down in the chair over by the window. 

"No, here." 


| stayed planted in the chair, wrestling with myself. Her husband is dead. She needs you. But she wants me to 
get in bed with her. To just hold her, man. You're her friend. But in the bed with her. 


"Please." She whispered. 

| climbed into the bed behind her, spooning her and wrapped my arms around her. She immediately rolled over 
and buried her face in my chest and sobbed. | pressed my lips to her soft hair, noting that it smelled really 
sweet, and rubbed her back with my hands. It had been so long since | held a small, soft, sweet-smelling 
woman in my arms. | realized that | was pulling her tighter against me when | heard her tiny, broken voice. 
"How could he do this, Taylor? How? How could he be such a selfish fucking asshole!" She cried. 


It was the first time | heard her swear like that. 


"He never used drugs before! We move out here where everybody is fucking shooting up and now I'm stuck 


out here by myself with a baby!" 
"You're not by yourself, B. I'm here. I'm not going anywhere." 


lm so fucking mad at him! And he'd dead, he can't fight me back. Less than a year we're out here and this is 
what happens?!" 


"You really had no idea he was using?" | asked gently. 

"No! | knew he was working a lot. He'd leave the house at seven in the morning and wouldn't get home 
sometimes until ten at night. He was always so stressed out, saying the work was too much and he had to find 
a way to get it all done. For me and Lil, he said. So we could have everything we ever wanted" 

"That's kind of how it starts. You feel like you need something extra, something to keep you going." 

She pulled back to look at my face. "How do you know?" 

"Cause | been there." | told her, meeting her gaze. 

She tucked her head back against my chest as | related to her what | had been through. "and he stayed 
there with me the entire time. Even after | woke up and had to stay for a few more days. He didn't come 
home, he made sure | was going to be okay. And when we came home, | cleaned my shit up and | vowed | would 
never do that again" 

She yawned and said, "At least you made it” 

"Only because of him." 


"You're so lucky to have someone who loves you so much." 
y Yy 


"| know." 


‘| envy you guys. Now | have no one." 

"You have Lilly." | pressed my lips to her forehead. "And me." 

She moaned softly as she drifted off to sleep. | slid out of the bed and left the room. | started to take a step 
toward the stairs when a sharp pain shot right through my heart. | sank to the floor and sat against the door. 
All of the memories of what I'd done to myself and the months and weeks leading up to that night in London 
attacked me all at once. | lowered my head to my knees and let the tears come. | quickly tried to stand up and 
wipe my face off when | heard footsteps on the stairs. 

"Hey, you okay?" D whispered, touching my shoulder. 

"Yeah, yeah. Good. Bailey fell asleep." 

"You've been crying." He said and wiped a thumb across my cheek 

"| told her about what | went through." 

"Ah" He said with a weak smile. Then he pulled me into his hug. "You made it through, baby." 

"Thanks to you. But Ben didn’t.” | sighed. "She's all alone now, D. | feel awful for her and Lilly." 

"She's not alone. She has us." 

| looked at his face. "Us?" 

"Course, us. I'm here too, aren't |?" 


| smiled at him. 


"Lis is here too. She says Lilly needs more stuff from the house like a crib or something to sleep in and a 


stroller and food. Why don't you take her back over and grab those things and l'll stay with Bailey?" 


Don't Get Confused 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry about the alternating POV in this chapter. It just seems to work now that we're in the weeds. 


Dave's POV 

It was only after T and Lis left that | realized | just set myself up to be alone with a baby. Fuck. | glanced over 
at her sitting in the car seat on top of kitchen counter. She was chewing on her own sock, cooing at herself. 
Don't smile, David. Don't fucking smile, it's not cute as shit! | sighed. | unhooked the straps and lifted her out of 
the seat. She squealed and grabbed my necklace. 

"Oh, no you don't, you little brat." | told her and pulled it out of her hand. 

| held her against my shoulder and walked into the family room to stand in front of the sliding door. This little 
baby was not yet a year old and fatherless. She reminded me of another little girl who lost her father way 
too early. 

"You might be a little brat but you sure don't deserve to grow up without a Dad. Nobody does." | told her. 

She giggled and smacked the side of my face. 

"Okay, maybe you do. Did you beat him up too?" 

"When she saw him." | heard behind me. 

| spun around. Bailey stood at the bottom of the stairs. "Bailey! l'm so sorry, | didn't mean what | said!" 

She smiled. "I know. She has no idea what you said. As long as you hold her and talk, she's happy." 

"T went back to your place to get more stuff for her. You hungry?" 

"Nah. | need to call home, | guess. You got her?" 

"Sure, unless she shits on me.” 


Bailey laughed softly. "I'll be back in a while to get her." 


She turned and went back upstairs. We didn't see her for the rest of the night. T checked on her around Il:00 


and she was sound asleep. He insisted on setting up Lilly's portable crib in our bedroom just for one night so 


Bailey could rest undisturbed. | awoke with a start when | heard the baby crying. | was about to elbow Taylor 


when our bedroom door opened. | sat up. 
"Oh! Shit, Dave, | didn't realize..'m sorry. Why she in here with you guys?" 
| stood up and walked over to her and whispered, "T didn't want her waking you." 


She stared at me. Then she picked up Lilly, a choking sob escaped her lips as she pressed them against the 
baby's head. | gently pushed her out of the bedroom and closed the door behind us. 


"Come on, let's go downstairs." | led her down the stairs by holding an arm. 


‘lm sorry, Dave. | saw you and thought the man | always saw like that is dead. Is that selfish? Thinking about 


how | will never see him get out of bed again?" 
"No, hon. It's not selfish. And so what if it is?" 


Bailey's parents and Ben's father flew out the following day. She returned to the house so that everybody 
could stay there together. They convinced Bailey to move back to Nebraska. She agreed. 


"Taylor, you're the only reason I'd stay." She told him. He understood but | knew he was heartbroken. 
Taylor's POV 
"I wish | could convince you to stay." | told her. 


She asked to take a walk with me and Lilly as her family packed up the last few things in the house. D looked 
after us as we reached the end of the drive and kept going. 


"| would only be staying to be near you. And you have your own wonderful life. There's no room in it for me, 


not the way | want anyway." 
"What do you mean, B?" 


She smiled sadly and put her hand against my cheek. "You're the best friend | ever had and somewhere along 
the way, | fell for you. And then Ben fucking does this and forces me further into the arms of a man | can't 


have. Now ask me to stay again" 


| stared into her eyes. | slipped my fingers around the wrist of the hand still on my face. Pulling it down, away 
from my face, | forced her closer to me until our bodies were pressed together. | bent my head down and 
kissed her. Her lips were soft, yielding to me. | slid a hand into her hair and pulled her closer. | pushed my 
tongue between her lips. Suddenly, her hands were against my chest, pushing me away. 


"Taylor, no. This is wrong. You don't want this. Don't get confused” 
"B, | „l'm so sorry." 


She smiled. "Don't be sorry. | liked it. But you don't really want me. You have the love of your life waiting for 
you up the hill” 


| sighed and rubbed my face with my hands. 
Dave's POV 


T and | stood on the stoop and watched them all leave. Tay turned and locked the front door with a long, sad 
sigh. 


"Ya okay, babe?" 
| have to tell you something, D." 
"You don't have to." | told him. | knew what he was going to say. 


"Yes, | do. | don't want to keep anything from you. | kissed her. |, um, | kind of had these feelings building for a 


while. | wondered, you know?" 


"Yeah, | know." | didn't want to feel hurt. After all, he was standing here with me, not in the car with her. But 


it still hurt, it still scared me. | turned my head away from him. 
‘Im sorry." He said quietly. 


"| don't blame you, Taylor. | always wondered what the hell you're doing with me when you could have anybody, 
man or woman. One of these days, you'll wonder the same thing." 


Very gently, tentatively, he took my hand. "l know exactly why I'm with you. You're the love of my life. | am so 
sorry, D" 
Taylor's POV 


| found Dave in his chair out on the deck when | got home. The chair was tilted back, his feet against the 
railing, beer in hand. "Hey babe." He said without turning. 


"Hey." 


Inside | was dying. Things between us weren't quite right since Bailey left. He claimed that he was fine with 


what happened but he put a wall up between us and everything | did to get over it, around it, through it, was 
failing. | was scared, frustrated, angry, guilty. Part of me wanted to quit trying while part of me wanted to 
throw myself at his feet and beg for his forgiveness. | felt his body tense when | put my arms around his 
shoulders from behind him. | kissed his jaw. 


"Dave, what can | do?" | whispered in his ear. | swore to myself this was my last attempt. 
"About what?" 

“About us and the wall between us." 

"There's no wall, what are you talking about?" 


| sat down in his lap. "I've known you far too long for you to think you can get away with lying to me. It's been 
two weeks. You sit out here in silence, you don't kiss me unless | kiss you first, you haven't touched me. | say 


| love you and you reply, ‘me too! Please either let me fucking have it or let's figure this shit out” 


"Okay," He began and pushed me off of him. He stood up, his face an inch away from mine, eyes on fire. "You 
want to talk it out? How fucking cliche! You chase after me for how long? Fourteen fucking years? You finally 
convince me to be with you, turn my entire world upside fucking down. | mean, fuck Taylor, everything | 
thought | knew before | kissed you was bullshit. | was happy. | was walking around with my dick swinging cause | 
thought | found this perfect, precious, once in a lifetime thing with you. And then you go and fall for someone 
else. Not just someone else, a woman. Do you know how fucking stupid | feel? It was like a big practical joke. Ha 


ha, Dave, jokes on you." He turned his head to pound the bottle of beer, leering sideways at me. 
'|..Dave..l, it is perfect and precious." My voice broke, giving way to tears. 

"IT WAS!" He spat at me with such viciousness, | flinched. Then he turned to walk inside. 

| closed my hand on his forearm. "Don't, D. Don't walk away, please!" 


He turned back to me and roughly grabbed my chin, pulling my face toward his. He crashed his mouth into 
mine, forcing his tongue deep inside. He jerked his arm out of my grasp and ground the heel of his hand against 
my crotch before he pressed his fingers against my balls. | cried against his mouth but didn't make any 
attempt to escape him. The hand on my chin now slid around my neck and grabbed a handful of my hair and 
yanked it hard. My head flung backwards, exposing my vulnerable neck to him. He seized it with his mouth, 
sinking his teeth into the skin at the base of my neck 


"Dee! Please stop! You're hurting mel" | sobbed. 
"Fight me." He growled against my throat. 


"No, | don't want to fight you. | love you. | love you." | clutched his arms. "I love you." | croaked out. 


As quickly as he attacked me, his touch turned to velvet, soft and warm. The hand in my hair smoothed over 
it. His mouth was no longer biting me but kissing softly. His arms wound around my back and held me tight 


against his chest. "Oh God, Tay, I'm so sorry. I've just been so worried you were going to leave." 
‘lm never leaving you, ever. | left once and it killed me. This is where | need to be. This is where | want to be." 


Dave took my hand and led me up to the bedroom. He unzipped my hoodie and pushed off my shoulders. His 
eyes were so soft and loving again. His hand curled and ran his knuckles gently down my cheek. | pulled his shirt 
over his head and then ran my fingertips over the tattoo on his chest. He walked us over to the bed and 


carefully laid me on my back. 
‘| love you, baby.” He whispered. "I'm sorry | hurt you." 
"| want you. Now, D" 


He grinned at me before he pulled my shirt up to expose my stomach. He dipped his head low and kissed me 
there, running his tongue across. | trembled as | watched him unbutton my pants and pull them down and off. 
He took a moment to remove the rest of his clothing also. Then he took one of my feet and kissed the instep, 
kissing my ankle, my calf, my knee, my inner thigh. His hands stroking my legs, sliding higher and higher, onto 
my hips. His mouth slid over me, perfectly warm and wet. | let my head fall back with a long moan. | let him 


continue for several minutes before | nudged his shoulder. He paused and looked up at me. 
"Come here, let me give you head too." 


His lips slowly curled into a smile. He turned himself around and straddled my head. | held him in one hand and 
pulled him into my mouth. 


We lay, spent, on our backs next to each other. He slid his hand into mine. "I'm sorry | hurt you before." 
"I know. l'm sorry | hurt you." | replied. 


He turned toward me and wrapped his arms around my waist. | snuggled into him, burying my face in his hair. 


"If you really want to be with a girl again, you have to bring her back here for me too." 
"D." | groaned. 
Dave's POV 


The morning sun crept through the crack between the windowsill and the shade. My body stretched and a 
groan slipped from my parted lips. My hand crept across the bed and found his arm. | willed my eyes to open 
and found him sprawled out on his stomach, his hands tucked under the pillow that cradled his head. He was 
still fast asleep. He was my everything, my true north. | felt a dart of guilt pierce my heart. | treated him like 
shit last night. Well, for the last two weeks really. And all because he'd been honest with me. | wasn't honest 


with him, was |? | never told him about the naked girl in Lemmy's apartment. It was too late now, wasn't it? 
Even if | wanted to come clean, it would cause more damage than good. | rolled so that | was on top of him. | 
kissed his cheek, sliding my hands up his arms to his hands under the pillow. | covered his hands with mine, 
intertwining our fingers. A smile played on his lips as his body stirred underneath mine. His ear was begging to 


be sucked on so | closed my mouth around his earlobe and nibbled it softly. 


"Mmm, good morning to you, too." He said. He curled his fingers around mine and pulled my hands underneath 


his chest with his. 


| nuzzled my face against his neck and kissed him below his ear, knowing that spot was extra sensitive. And he 
rewarded me with a low, sweet moan. | pulled my hands out from under him and planted one on either side of 
his shoulders to push myself up. | slid one knee to either side of him also. Laying gentle kisses on his shoulders, 
| made a trail from one shoulder to the other and then down his spine to the gorgeous indent before the rise 
of his ass. With a gentle nudge of my shoulders, | pushed his legs far apart and crawled up between them. He 
pulled the pillow to his chest and turned to look over his shoulder at me. | shot him a grin before | bit his ass 
cheek. When | slid my tongue inside of him, knowing he was watching me was turning me on. | glanced up at his 
face and his expression was priceless. His mouth was open in a lazy 'O' and his eyes were half-closed, his 
cheeks were flushed. | was growing hard as | watched his reactions to the way | was licking and kissing him. 
The sounds that poured from his mouth only made me harder and | needed to be inside of him. Grabbing him 
by the hips, | turned him over onto his back. | hooked an elbow behind each of his knees and spread his thighs 
wide apart. Our eyes locked as | entered him, pushing in slowly. Watching his eyes grow wide and hearing his 
sharp inward gasp were two of the best things on earth, matched only by the incredible, warm tightness of 
his ass. | leaned over and kissed his open mouth as | pumped in and out of him. With one hand, | held his cock , 
slowly stroking it, running my thumb over the head. 

"D, you feel so goddamn good" He groaned. 


"Not half as good as you feel" | smiled at him. 


As | pushed myself up again, | brought one of his hard, muscled legs up to my shoulder and rubbed my cheek 
against the instep of his foot. My hand slid down the length of his leg as | licked his instep and then his toes. 
He giggled softly. | slipped out of him and then covered his body with mine, my cock rubbing against his. | 
wanted to hold him and kiss him when he came. | slid my arms under his shoulders and pulled him against my 
chest, rubbing up and down on him. His arms wrapped around my back and his mouth was on my ear. "Cove 


for me. Let me hear you." | encouraged him. 

"God, D. Keep going." He panted. 

| listened as his breathing became heavier, haggard and halting. | sped up my thrusting against him. | felt my 
own orgasm bubbling to the surface and just as | lay my forehead against his and growled through gritted 
teeth, | felt his body buck against mine and a long, loud grunt tumbled out of his mouth. | caught it with my 
kiss and my tongue flicked against his teeth. 


"Fuck me!" He sighed. 


"Again?" | grinned. 

"God, yes. Please." 

"Good morning. | love you." 
"| love you, too." 


After a shower and coffee, Tay suggested we take a ride in the Falcon He threw his board and wetsuit in the 
back of the car. 


"Where's yours? Need help with it?" He asked. 

"| don't want to today. I'd rather just watch you." | told him. 

"What? Don't be a pussy, come on" He turned to get my board from the rafters in the garage. 

| sighed. "l'm afraid to try. Its been so long and with the broken leg.. Besides, you're so much better than me." 
He pulled the board down and smiled at me. "Its okay. | can help you." 

| gave him a weary look but pulled my suit down and put it in the car as well. We drove down to Santa Monica. 
| loved this car so much, | drove it nearly every day, choosing to leave the sedan at home. This one was so 
much cooler. Driving down the highway with the windows down and the radio blasting made for a perfect day. 
One of the many I've had with Taylor. | glanced at him from behind my sunglasses and grinned. He merely 
looked back at me with the same grin. The beach was not crowded at all, which was just fine with me. | pulled 
my wetsuit on over my shorts as T did the same. 

"Come on, you big baby. You'll be fine." He said to me with a grin 

| picked up my board and followed him into the water. We paddled out a hell of a lot farther than | was 
comfortable with. He sat on his board, legs dangling in the water. | tried to match his comfortable, easy going 
posture but | was churning inside. This was going to end in disaster. 

"D, you can do it. We've done this a hundred times before. You know what you're doing.’ 

"Is been like two years, dude. And | have had broken a leg since." 


"Listen, you know what you're doing. You're gonna be fine. Ready?" 


"No." But | swung my legs up behind me and laid down on my stomach anyway. 


That's it, come onl" He yelled to me as he caught the next wave and started paddling. 


"Shit fuck!" | yelled as | did the same. | watched him for my cue to pop up on my feet. | did so when he did it. | 
think | lasted all of four seconds before | lost my balance and crashed into the water. | became disoriented at 
first and struggled to right my body. Finally seeing the sunlight through the water, | kicked to the surface, 
letting out a long breath of air before another wave crashed over my head. | couldn't see Tay. | had no idea 


where he was. 
"T" | yelled. "Taylor!" 


lm here, buddy, come on. You're okay." He was nearby. He wasn't even yelling and | heard him. | swung around 
and he was standing in water that was chest deep. "Hurry up, turn around, babe. Here comes another one." He 


caught me by my shoulders and pulled me against his chest to shield my face from the impending wave. 
"Thanks. | think I'm going to go lay in the sand and die of shame now." 
He laughed. "You did fine for a couple seconds. Keep trying.’ 


"No, thank you. You go, enjoy." He walked me up to the beach and kissed my cheek before he took off again 
"Show off" | muttered. 


| stripped my suit off and laid it on top of the board. | stretched out on the blanket we brought and closed my 
eyes. You still didn't tell him about that girl, | thought. And I'm not going to, | replied to myself. Nothing 
happened with her and it was ages ago, when we were brand new. But you should still tell him. He feels awful 
about Bailey and you let him. Do you like having him feel inferior to you? Like he always has to strive to be on 
your level? No, its not like that. Isn't it? | shook my head. It's not like that. | didn’t tell him because I'm afraid 
of losing him. And now that I've waited so long, | would certainly lose him. As if merely thinking it would make it 
happen, | had to sit up and look at him to make sure he was still there. He was pretty far out in the ocean, 
sitting on the board. He must have seen me sit up because he waved | waved back and then watched as he 
caught another wave and rode it in. What an amazing body he had. The strength and balance it took to surf 
impressed the hell out of me. The strength and stamina it took to beat the fuck out the drums for two, 
sometimes three, hours straight impressed me. How about his strength of character? Yeah, that was 


impressive as well. 


Omaha 


Taylor's POV 

‘But dont tell my heart, My achy breaky heart, | just dont think he'd understand 

And if you tell my heart, My achy breaky heart, He might blow up and kill this man.." 

Bailey calling. She hasn't called since she left. 

"B! How are you? What the fuck took ya so long to call?" 

"You can call me too, you know. So | was listening to the radio today, the non-country station, and what do you 
know? Them Crooked Vultures are doing a show in Omaha next month. What are the chances | could get you to 
come out with Dave and see me?" 

| knew Dave would be touring soon. We talked about me going with him. | said | would | also knew Omaha was 
one of the stops. | thought of B and wondered if | could see her. | wondered what D would think if | told him | 
was going to see her. 

"Uh, those chances are pretty strong." 

‘Seriously? You're serious? Taylor, you would come out here to see me?" 

"Oh, why not?" | sighed. 

"Lilly is gonna be a year old in three weeks. Maybe you and Dave would come by for her party." 

"IF the timing works out. Regardless, | would like to see you." 

"Just.um. just don't try to do what you did before | left, okay?" 

"No, | wouldn't. That was stupid of me. I'm sorry." 

"It wasn't stupid. It was just..okay, " She chuckled nervously. "it was stupid." 

| told D about it. We had a big fight" 


"You told him?! Shit, | can't see him then. He hates me!" 


"He doesn't hate you. He hated me for a short time." 


"Im so sorry." 
"Not your fault. Its my fault. B, | gotta go. l'm driving and almost home." 

"Kay, call me please?" 

"| will. Good to hear from you." 

In the house, | found D in the studio. He had a notebook on one knee and his guitar on the other. 
"Hey." | kissed his forehead. "What are you working on?" 

"Nothing much yet. We'll see. What did you do?" 

"Met with the realtor, trying to get the house rented again l'm thinking about selling this time.’ 
"Oh yeah?" His head snapped up to look at me. 

"Yeah. | don't need to hold onto it anymore. This is my home now, with you." 

"You can still hold onto it if it makes you feel better." 

"Nah. | feel just fine right here." 

He smiled. "I'm glad to hear that." 

“Come upstairs, let me make dinner." 

"Give me five minutes." 


"Your five minutes are more like forty-five." | teased him. | raked my fingers through his hair before | kissed 


the top of his head. "Don't be too long." 
"Yes, dear." 


Fuck it, | thought. | had nothing to be nervous about with Bailey. Those feelings were gone. | had everything | 
ever wanted right here. Oh yeah? Then why are you scared as shit to bring it up with him? Shut the fuck up. 


| was just taking two big steaks and baked sweet potatoes off the grill when he slid the door open and stepped 
onto the deck. 


"For once, Grohl, your timing is impeccable. Sit” 


"I stopped by the fridge and brought you a beer." He put two bottles on the table. 


"Hey, babe? | got a phone call today from Bailey. She asked if we'd stop and see her when you play in Omaha 


next month. | would like to know if you're cool with it” 
"Do you think that's a good idea?" He asked as he peered into my eyes. 


"Yeah. | mean, if you're worried because of what happened, don't be. | was stupid and wrong and | know that 


now. 
"You're a grown man and | trust you." 

"Lilly turns a year old in three weeks. If the timing works out, maybe we can go to her party." | said brightly. | 
missed that kid something terrible. Having Mark and Katie around was cool but there was something | adored 
about that baby. 

We left home on March bth. We hit Seattle, Portland, Phoenix, Austin, and Wichita before touching down in 
Omaha on April 2nd. Dave's show was the following day so he agreed to come out to dinner with me and B as 


soon as we got settled into the hotel. 


Bailey met us in the hotel lobby at 1:00. She looked wonderful. Her hair had grown out some and she smiled 
brightly when she saw us get off the elevator. 


"Heyl" She exclaimed, throwing her arms around my neck. "Oh, it is so good to see you again! You look great! | 


see you're growing your hair out." 

"You look great too!" 

"Dave, how are you?" 

‘lm good, Bailey. Nice to see you again" 

"Hey, Dave. | thought about this all day, whether | should say something to you about that last day or not. T 
mentioned he told you what happened and | really just want to apologize to you. | never meant to cause a 


problem between y'all. It just all happened so fast and you know, | lost Ben and then T and you." 


"Please, it's nothing you need to apologize about. It's in the past and it was no big deal. Now, | do feel strongly 
about a big old Omaha steak. Lead me to it" 


We each got a little alcohol in us in the form of beer and whiskey and Bailey told us stories about how her 
short time in LA changed her view of country people here in Nebraska and how she laughed at them. She 


found herself listening to rock more than country now. She had a new love of what she called ‘bro rock’. 


"What is ‘Bro rock’ ?" | asked. 

"You know, songs you hear on pro wrestling.” 

"I'm going to need an example." Dave said. 

"Shit, an example." She thought for a moment. "Ah, | can't think of one right now. Sorry." 


We moved to the bar and continued to drink massive amounts of whiskey. | started to see two Baileys and two 
Daves. And all four of them were bobbing in their stools and slurring their words. 


"You guys, l'm fucking wasted. | can't do anymore." | managed. 

"Shit, | am too. How the fuck am | getting home?" 

| laughed loudly. "You said fuck!" 

"Oh, | did?" She covered her mouth and looked embarrassed. 

"Come upstairs." Dave said to her. "There's a pull out sofa in the room. You can't drive home." 


My stomach was in knots as the three of us entered the elevator. Dave put an arm around B to hold her up. 
She was on the verge of passing out, | think She clung to his side and peered up at him. 


"You know, | don't blame T one bit. You are so fucking gorgeous." She slurred. 
"Oh, stop. | hate it when people tell me that." He told her with a grin 
| was going to throw up. 


| opened the door and Dave all but carried B into the room. | raced over to the sofa bed and pulled the 
cushions off of it and yanked it open. "Uh, pillows? Blankets?" | mumbled. 


"Check the closet." 


| turned around and opened the closet behind me. Sure enough, two pillows and a blanket. When | turned back 


around, Dave was unzipping her sweater. 
"What are you doing?" | yelled at him. 
"Just taking her sweater off, relax man" 


"Ahh Dave.." She sighed, giving him a look 


"B, come here, let me put you in bed. You're fucking trashed." 


"| know. Come here." She pulled his head down and met him in a kiss. | should have said something but damn, | 


was enthralled by this. My lover was kissing a woman. 
He finally pulled away from her and set her on the sofa bed. "Come on, Bailey, just go to sleep, okay?" 
He looked at me, | looked at him. | gave a tiny shrug. 


She did eventually climb up to the top of the bed and snuggle into the pillows and pass out. | breathed a sigh 
of relief. | walked into the bedroom and took my clothes off. Dave followed me and closed the double doors. 


"Damn, she's a sexy drunk. The type that will come on to a fucking cactus in the corner of the room." D said 


with a chuckle. 
"I hope she's gonna be okay. What if she throws up?" 
“There's a trash can alongside the bed" He said as he took his clothes off. 


"You ARE fucking gorgeous." | told him as climbed onto the bed and crawled across it toward him. "Get in this 


bed, Grohl. l'm gonna fuck you and you're gonna love it” 


"Oh, you are, huh?" He smirked as he climbed onto the bed. We met in the middle of the bed, on our knees. He 
took my face in his hands and kissed me. | ran my hands down his back, around his ribs and up his chest. | 
pushed him down onto his back. | pounced on him, kissing his neck. | licked his nipple, sucking it into my mouth. 


When | started nibbling it, his body twitched and he inhaled sharply. 
"Fuck, T!" He groaned loudly. 

"Shhh! Don't wake her up!" | scolded him. 

"Afraid she'll come in and join us?" He smirked. 

"Hmm, that might be nice." 


As if on cue, | heard the door behind me creak open | looked over my shoulder and Bailey stood just inside the 
door, watching us with wide eyes. | turned back to D, flicking an eyebrow up. He shrugged and pulled me up to 
kiss me. We continued kissing and rubbing our nakedness against each other. We'd each glance back at her 
occasionally but she made no attempt to get closer to us. | slid down to my knees on the floor at the foot of 
the bed and pulled D down so that his feet were flat on the floor on either side of me and his ass was on the 
edge of the bed. | took a look behind me again before | put a hand around his dick and slipped it into my mouth. 
| heard her gasp. D propped himself up on his elbows and watched me. Running my tongue up and down his 


shaft caused him to moan softly and | peered up at him through my hair that had fallen over my eyes. | let 
out a gasp when | felt fingers pulling it out of my face. Dave was looking above me, his expression one of 
surprise. Bailey had crossed the room and stood behind me now, her hands on my head. Her face was alongside 
of mine, watching me intently. | was suddenly extremely self-conscious and unsure of what to do. | paused to 
look at her. She smiled and with her hands still on my head, urged me to resume. | could tell, from the change 
in the way D's body reacted to my touch, that he was enjoying having a spectator. The more | sensed his 
pleasure, the easier it was for me to relax. While my hands still stroked him, my mouth had moved down to 
his balls and his ass. My tongue lapped at him and darted in and out of him. | noticed Bailey stand up straight 


and begin to undress herself. 
Whoa What is she doing? 


Dave pulled her onto the bed with him and kissed her. | watched his hands explore her beautiful, soft skin, the 
smooth, toned thighs, flat stomach, rounded, swelling breasts. His hand settled against her throat as their kiss 
deepened. He pulled away from me and lifted her back, onto the pillows. | stayed in my position, on my knees 
while he covered her, kissing his way down her body until his head was between her legs. | wondered why, if | 
was the one that fell for her, he was the one with his tongue inside of her. And why | found watching him so 
oddly fascinating. | took the fact that he thrust his hips up into the air as an invitation. | climbed up on the 
bed on my knees and ran my hands up the back of his thighs. | pushed myself inside of him and he groaned 
against B. | was able to look down his back and see her underneath him, writhing and moaning. Her fingers raked 
through his hair and | found a fast, hard rhythm. Imagine the sounds coming from our bedroom; Bailey's soft 
purring, D's gritty, throaty groans and my sandpapery grunting. It's a miracle | lasted more than two minutes. 
As he drove her closer to her orgasm with his tongue and fingers, her hands flailed out to each side of her, 


clutching the blanket. 
She threw her head back and let loose a long grunted, "Fuuuck!" which caused me to laugh. 


| drove into D deeper and harder now. | noticed his head resting against B's stomach and his hands underneath 
her thighs. | wanted her to see what it was like when he came so | reached underneath him and stroked him 
with the same rhythm and intensity with which | was fucking him. |, myself, was going to come soon. His ripped 
groans became louder and louder as he pushed his face against her. She was holding his head in her hands and 
looking up at me. With one final, hard thrust, | came inside of him. 


"Oh, D, Goddamn it!" | grunted. My hand continued to stroke him until | felt his body tense and he released a 
growl and came in my hand. He collapsed against B and | collapsed against him. In her arms, he rolled until he 
was facing me and pulled me into his arms. He kissed my mouth and | tasted her. 

"| love you." He whispered. "This changes nothing." 


| smiled. "Yes, it does. And | love you." 


When | awoke, B was snuggled against my chest and D was spooning me from behind. | smiled to myself. How 


crazy was this? It was really fucking crazy and | realized | didn't really want crazy unless it was Dave's brand 


of crazy. | had feelings for this beautiful woman who was naked in my arms but my heart belonged to the 
man who had his arms around me. | sighed and buried my face in B's hair. 


She groaned and stretched, lifting her head. "Oww, shit.” 
| chuckled. "Morning, sunshine." 


"Damn. What the hell happened last night?" She opened her eyes and ran her hand up her body. "I don't have 


any clothes on" 

"Yeah, that'll happen when you get wasted and barge in on me and D" 

She gasped. "NO!" 

| nodded. 

"Did we..did |?" 

"No, not exactly. You really don't remember? Now | feel like shit” 

"| don't...wait..| watched you um." 

"Yeah and then." 

"D went down." 

"Yeah." 

‘Oh God" She groaned and pushed her face into my chest again 

| laughed and ran my hand through her hair. "It's okay." 

"Its not okay," she groaned against my skin. "You guys must think l'm disgusting!" 
"Not at all. | think you're a beautiful, lovely, perfect woman. But | did realize one thing." 
She picked her head up. "What? And you do?" 


"Yes, | do. But my heart belongs to him. | love him more now than | ever did before and | have to thank you 


for that." 


"Me? Why?" 


"Because seeing him kiss you and please you made me scared." 
"Ah. Well, happy to help." She muttered. 

| laughed gently. "I love you, B" 

"Love you too." 


"Oh, you guys!" D yelled from behind me and pulled me tighter. "That was the fucking sweetest thing | ever 
heard!" 


B and | both groaned and mumbled, "Shut the fuck up!" 

| stood in a pair of shorts, watching B run her fingers through her damp hair. She had taken a quick shower 
and said she had to go pick up Lilly from her parents’ house. To me, it seemed like she was anxious to leave. | 
guess | couldn't blame her for feeling uncomfortable. 

"You're staring at me" 

"I just wonder when I'll see you again 

"Next time you're in Omaha" She grinned. 

"| get here so often" | rolled my eyes. 

She smiled. "T, | think we both know we live in two different worlds. And that's okay. l'm always gonna 
remember how much you mean to me. And whenever you think of me, just call. But you're right, you belong 


to him." 


As she said that, she flicked her chin past me and | felt D's arms encircle my waist. He kissed my cheek. | 
smiled and closed my eyes. 


"Bailey." Dave started and appeared to be lost for words. 

"D, tharks for the „well, thanks” 

‘Give the brat a kiss for us" 

"| will. Now kiss me, | gotta go" She hugged me and kissed my mouth. "Love you, Taylor" 
"| love you, too" Then she stood on her toes to kiss D. "Love you too, Dave 


"Get home safe and stay in touch, kid." 


Then she was gone. | smiled sadly at D. 

"So that's that?" He asked. 

Mista 

"Did you mean what you said before?" His fingers twisting his mustache. 
"When?" 

"You know when" 


"About being scared someone could take you away from me? Yes. It broke my heart to realize that must have 


been what you were feeling.” 

| was. Still am." 

‘lm not going anywhere, D. You and me for the rest of my life." 

‘lm not going anywhere either. But l'm starving and we got sound check at two. You wanna eat?" 
"Yeah." 

We met Josh and Brody in the elevator and joined them in the restaurant for a late breakfast. 
"Can | ask you something?" Josh asked as he leaned in toward D and lowered his voice. 

"Sure" 


"| don't mean to sound ignorant ard just tell me to mind my fucking business, but how did you know that like, 


being friends wasn't enough anymore?" 

"Hon, come on. That's personal shit" Brody smacked his arm. 

‘It's okay. Truth is, | didn't know until he told me." D laughed. 

"He told you?" 

| did. | said you fucking want me and | fucking want you so let's just do it already." | said with a laugh. 


"Come on" Josh said with a tilt of his head. 


"Yeah, no, that's not what happened. | don't know, it works the same. How did you know you wanted Brody? You 


just know." 

"Do you consider yourselves a gay couple?" 

"Well, he has a dick and | have a dick. He loves me and | love him so by definition, we are a gay couple." 
Josh nodded. "Works for me. Glad to see you guys happy. So, what's the future hold?" 

"Who knows? Lots and lots of ass fucking." D grinned. 

Josh's eyes bugged out of their sockets. "Wow! | didn't need to know that" 

"What the fuck did you think, we sat around watching HGTV and singing Broadway hits?" | asked. 
"Seriously, hon" 

"Well, | just didn't really picture Dave getting it in his ass, sorry.’ 

| did" | smirked 

"I think it's very cool. Do you have plans to like, officially come out?" Brody asked. 


"Not really. | know it's gonna be tough as more and more people find out but every day we get more 


comfortable with each other, with the idea of being together in the public eye. We'll take it as | comes.” 

"I bet you will” Josh laughed. 

We met Jonesy in the lobby and took a van over to the venue. Brody and | hung back and watched their sound 
check. | was always so excited watching D drum. He was a possessed man and it fucking turned me onl | 
couldn't stand still. | shuffled my feet, rocked my knees back and forth, ran my hands through my hair, 
drummed my fingers against my chest. Brody laughed at me. 

"I know you're a spaz, T, but damn. Relax." 

‘Sorry, | just get amped when | watch him play." 

Its sweet." She put her arm around my neck. 

Leaving Omaha was bittersweet for me. | knew I'd never see Bailey again. But | also felt as though she really 


helped me and D get closer and | felt a wealth of gratitude toward her for that. | watched out the window as 
the plane took off. 


D put his hand on the top of my head and kissed my temple. "I know what you're thinking. Love you." 
‘Love you, too, babe." 


We touched down in Cleveland and as we walked through the terminal, a reporter approached us holding an iPad. 


"Mr. Grohl, MrHawkins, we found this photo on TMZ's website. Do you have any comment?" 
"Yes. | picked him up at the airport” 

"And kissed?" 

"Correct. We kissed 

"Are you together?" 

"We are now. You see us both, right?" 

"No, are you a couple? Are you gay?" 

"You're quite forward," Jonesy to the rescue. "Gentlemen, our van is this way" 

"Thanks, man" D said to him, putting an arm around his shoulders. 

"Im not always going to be here. You boys need to get better at that" We glanced at each other. 
After Cleveland, it was Chicago, Washington DC, then New York. New York was the last stop. 
After they played two shows at the Roseland Ballroom, D and | stayed behind 


| felt something tickling my nose and my eyelids. | tried swatting it away. "Wakey wakey, hands off snakey!" | 


heard D whisper in my ear. | rolled over, giving him my back, and grumbled. 
"Come on, babe. Look" 

"Go away." 

‘| have something for you." He sang way too cheerfully. 

"Give it to me later." 

"Hawkins, turn the fuck around!" 


| sighed. "This better fucking be good." 


As | rolled over. He was lying on his stomach, his legs bent at the knees, feet in the air. He had a piece of 
paper in his hand. His smile was irritating. 


"What?" 
"You know what?" 
"What, D?" | growled at him. 


"It's been a year." 


We're Tethered Once Again 


| watched his expression turn from anger to confusion to realization 

"So it's been a year. You woke me up to tell me that?" He grumbled. 

"Yes, | did" | grinned. "And to show you this." | laid the paper on his stomach. 
"What is this?" 

"Read it." 

"Is your awful handwriting. What does it say? What time is it?" 

‘Its 8:30. And it says we have an appointment in two hours so get the fuck up." 
He sighed and shot me a nasty glare. | grinned as | poked his ribs. 

"Stop it!" 

"Can't." | poked him some more, which turned into tickling, which turned into me jumping on top of him. 
"Goddamn it, D! Get off of me!" 

"Aw, are you crarky, baby?" | teased him. 

‘Im going to hurt you." 


"Hmm, please do." | whispered, taking a hold of his ear with my teeth. | caught his wrists and pushed them 
above his head. "One whole year, baby. Me and you. Doesn't that turn you on?" 


"No." He lied. 
"Liar. | can feel your boner." | teased. 


"That's because what you're doing to my ear is getting me hard. Not the fact that I've had to put up with 


your shit for a whole year" 
"You love it." 


"| love what you're doing right now." 


"That's my man" | let one hand slink down his arm, tickle his ribs as it traveled down to his hip. 

"What's the appointment for?" He asked right before | closed my fist around his dick. Then | heard him sigh. 
"Surprise." | told him before | started kissing his neck, working my way down his chest and stomach. | slid my 
lips over the head of his dick and sucked. | took the length of him into my throat and heard a nice, long groan 
from him. | pushed his knees up to his chest and then started licking his balls. | sucked one into my mouth and 
then the other, flicking my tongue against them. 

"Fucking shit, D!" He muttered. His fingers had two handfuls of my hair. 

"What? You don't like that?" | snickered. 

"Nope, not one bit." 

"Okay, I'll try something else." And | lowered my mouth to his ass and swept my wet tongue against it. 
"Goddamn it!" 

"Don't like that either? Damn, Hawkins, what a fucking prude you are." 

“Shut up and do it again." 

| laughed and slid my tongue inside of him. While | licked his ass, | continued to stroke him with my hands. He 
was twitching and writhing and the sounds he was making were incredible. | was throbbing, needing to be inside 
of him so badly. | wanted him to ask for it though. And he would. | just needed to be patient. | replaced my 
Tongue with two fingers, gathering up the saliva that trailed down his ass and pushing them into him. | gently 
kissed his ass cheek and up the back of his thigh. 

"God, D!" He groaned. 

"Yes, my love?" 

"You know what | want!" 

"No, my dear, | don't. Tell me what you want." 

"| want you!" 


"You have me. I'm right here." 


"No, you know." 


"Say it" 

"Ahh, just fuck me already!" He sounded so frustrated. | loved it. 

| gave him an evil grin as | leaned over him and kissed his mouth. | hooked one hand under a knee and pushed it 
farther against his chest as | held my dick in the other, plunging it inside of him. He locked his eyes on mine as 
he started stroking himself. My mouth curled into a sneer as | lowered my eyes to watch him. | suddenly had 
one desire and one desire only; his come in my mouth, swallowing it. | thrust myself into him harder and 
faster, driven by this new desire. 

"Shit, Dl" He cried. "Yes!" 

"Don't you dare come before me. | want that." | told him. 

"Hurry the fuck up then!" 

| slapped his hand away from his dick. "Quit touching it!" 

He actually laughed. He laughed at me. Asshole. 

| bent over him and met his open mouth with mine. His arms wound around my neck and held me down on top 
of him while | continued to fuck him. The ball of fire growing in the pit of my stomach exploded and | grunted 
against his lips. My body bucked and trembled. | paused, letting myself go limp against his chest for a moment 
before | remembered | had more work to do. | kissed his cheek and then slid down and took him in my mouth 


agai n. 


| slid my lips up and down his shaft, licking it, getting it wet and slick. Then | pumped him with one hand while 
the other pinched his nipple. 


"D.." He groaned. Yes, good. Soon. 

His hips rose off the mattress and bucked against me. A long, throaty grunt erupted from his open mouth as | 
felt his warm, sticky, sweet tasting come hit my tongue. As | swallowed, his hips slowly fell against the bed and 
he sighed. 

| laid down beside him, resting my head against his chest. "You are one good fuck, Hawkins." 

"Tell me something | don't know." 


"We're getting tattoos today." 


"Tattoos? Where? Of what? What are you talking about?" He asked for the eighteenth time in a half hour. 


"Just shut up. You'll see." 
"D, what the fuck is going on?" 


| pushed him into the cab and gave the driver the address. Another 20 minutes in the cab, listening to T's 
questions before we pulled up to the nondescript store front in the Village. 


"East Village Ink?" Another fucking question 
| paid the driver and took Tay's hand. We walked into the shop and all heads turned. 
"Hey, I'm Dave. | spoke to Lara this morning.” 


‘tm Lara" A beautiful, dark haired, tattooed, pierced girl smiled from behind a counter. "Dave, it's a pleasure to 


meet you. Come on back. This must be Taylor?" 
"This is Taylor. He's a bit of a pain in the ass. | apologize upfront for his behavior." 
He gave me a back handed smack to the ribs. 


Once behind the black, velvet curtain, Lara pulled out a chair at a round table and sat down. "Can | get you 


guys a drink or something? | can't give you alcohol but anything else and it's all yours." 

"Just water is cool." 

"So what can | do you for?" She asked, getting two bottles of water from a mini fridge. 

"Just a couple simple tattoos with a date." | said, smiling at Tay. 

It all just clicked and he smiled in return 

"Ah, some sort of anniversary?" 

"Indeed." 

"We can do something more than simple." He said, looking at me. 

"Well, | didn't think you'd want like a full back tattoo of my face or anything." 

"| don't, you big ugly ape. There's a couple lines from one of the songs that | think would be suiting.’ 


"Which lines?" 


| swear to God, my heart skipped a beat when he told me. This man was fucking perfect. | sat next to him and 
watched as Lara went to work on Tay's right hip. 


"Fuck, | didn't expect it to sting so bad" He complained. 

"Well, you're a bony motherfucker, especially right here. Eat something for Christ's sake." Lara shot back. 
"Seriously, quit being a pussy." 

"Says the man who hasn't been in my chair yet" Lara commented without looking up. 

When he started laughing, she had to stop. | chuckled under my breath. He uncurled an arm from under his 
head and dropped his hand on my thigh. | covered it with mine and smiled. Lara's gaze drifted from my face to 


our hands to Taylor's face. 


"You know, | never would have guessed it about the two of you." She said as she went back to work. "Oh, who 
am | kidding? Yes, | would have." 


"Why do you say that?" 

She cocked her head to one side and raised an eyebrow. 

"Fair enough: 

| got mine on my left hip. And then we stood in the mirror next to each other and admired them. 
"Are we gonna have to do this every year?" T asked me. 

"Maybe 

"That's gonna be a lot of tattoos" 


| turned and looked at his face. He was still gazing into the mirror. He looked up when he saw my face turned 
toward his and smiled. 


Back inside the hotel room, we stripped our clothes off and and looked at the ink again. 
"What a great, fucking idea you had. This is so perfect 
"Did you really feel that way when you wrote it?" 


"Yeah, of course | did. You know that." 


"How did you not know it was love then?" 
"| did know it was love. It was always love, babe" 

"Then why..2" 

"Doesn't matter. What matters is here and now. And the next forty tattoos" 

He pulled me into his hug and kissed me, our tattoos mashed together in a single, hot, searing pain 


In the early morning sunlight the following day, | pulled the sheet off of him as he slept and gingerly ran my 
finger over the tattoo. 


"Who's wandering back home 5II " 
| then ran a finger over my own 
"We're tethered once again 5Il" 


We boarded the Virgin America flight from JFK and took our first class seats. Of course everybody had to 
walk past us as they boarded. T buried his head in a book. | pulled the hood of my sweatshirt up. 


A little old lady with a dog carrier sat across the aisle from me. She set the carrier down in the window seat 


and glanced over at me with a smile. | returned her smile. 


Once we were in the air, | pulled out my Ipod. Before | could put the headphones in my ears, however, the little 


old lady touched my arm. 


‘lm sorry to bother you, dear, but you look remarkably like a man my granddaughter has a picture of on her 


computer: 
"Oh yeah? That's interesting. What is this cat's name?" | smirked 

"Oh, | dont know. She says he plays music. lm sure its not my kind of music" 

| laughed softly. "What is your kind of music?" 

"Ohh!" She sighed "When | was a young girl, | loved the Beatles!" 

"| love the Beatles! | exclaimed. "Look, | have everything they ever recorded" | shoved my Ipod at her. 


"Oh, my granddaughter has one of those, too. She says she's going to give me one for my birthday this year." 


"That will be cool. You'll love it. Wanna listen to the Beatles?" | offered her the headphones. 

"Oh! No, no. You go ahead, dear." 

| smiled as | put them in my ears. | was about to lean back and close my eyes when | noticed her open the dog 
carrier. | expected some tiny little yappy dog but she pulled out a grey and white pit bull puppy instead. | 
laughed. 


''m sorry, a pit bull. Seriously? | expected a little ankle biter.’ 


She set the puppy in her lap and smiled at me. "It's for my other granddaughter. A birthday gift. They live in 
LA, she's having a big party for her sixteenth birthday. Isn't he sweet?" 


"He's adorable! T, look" | poked him in the ribs. 

He leaned forward to look past me. His face lit up. "Oh, my God!" And he reached for the puppy. She handed it 
to him and he held it against his chest and touched his nose against the puppy's. The puppy yipped and pawed 
Tay's cheek. Aw, fuck. 

| turned back to the woman. "Look what you just did." | smiled. 


‘Love at first sight, | see." She nodded. 


"Indeed. I'm Dave, by the way. That's my boyfriend, Taylor." When | said that, a sharp feeling of pride shot 
through my heart. 


She smiled and said, "I'm Rebecca. It's a pleasure to meet you, Dave and Taylor.” 

| put my hand on the armrest between me and T and his hand covered mine, slipping his fingers between mine. 
He cradled the puppy with his other hand. Eventually it rolled into a ball and fell asleep. | took Tay's book from 
his knee and put it into his backpack. He sat there for 6 hours, holding that puppy. | wondered if he was going 

to try and steal it. 


When the flight attendant came over and announced we were landing in 20 minutes, Tay gave the puppy back 


to Rebecca He gave me a pouty look. | knew he was silently begging me. 

'It was a pleasure meeting you boys. I'll have to tell my granddaughter | saw a man just like her music man" 
"Yes, do that. Oh, tell your other granddaughter that Taylor is a great name for a dog." | winked. 

We met Chris at baggage claim and hugged him. "Thanks for coming to get us, man. We appreciate it" 


"No prob. How was the tour?" 


"It was good. We had a lot of fun. New York was awesome." 
"New York was awesome." Taylor confirmed with a grin. 
"Great" 

"So, about that puppy?" T started. 

"What puppy?" Chris asked. 


"Oh, there was a woman on the plane with a little pit bull puppy and T is completely in love with it. He held the 
damn thing for the entire flight. He's like Doctor Doolittle or some shit" 


| have a way with beasts. You should know that." Another back handed slap to the ribs. 


The following morning, | slept a little later than usual. It felt really good to be back in our own bed. | woke up 
with T spooning me, his arms around around my waist. He groaned softly and rolled onto his stomach when | 


slid out of the bed. 


| left the sliding door open when | went out onto the deck. It was going to be great day. The sun was already 
warm. | sat back in the chair and stretched. | finished my coffee and still no sign of life from upstairs. | 
wandered up there and stood in the doorway. He was still asleep. He had his arms wrapped around my pillow, 
which he pulled against his chest. | laid behind him and swept his hair from his face and neck. | rubbed his back 
slowly while | kissed his shoulder. He moaned softly and stretched. 


"Good morning, lover.” | whispered. 
"Good morning. It feels so good to be home." 
‘It sure does." 


He rolled over to face me and snuggled against my chest. 


"D, | am so excited! Thank you for finally agreeing to this!" T was elated as we drove downtown to the pit bull 


rescue where he found his next true love, an eight week old black and white puppy named Louie. 


| had mixed feelings about it. Of course it made me happy that T was happy but | was scared the house was 
going to be destroyed. He swore to me he was going take care of everything. He had already gone out and blew 
a ridiculous amount of money on a crate and toys and food. And the last thing to do was pick the little guy up. 


At the sanctuary, a volunteer named Kirri greeted us with hugs and fawned over us. She was so happy, not 


only to meet us, but that we were taking Louie home. 


"Would you agree to let us use your picture on our website? We'll take a picture of you and Louie before you 


go home." 
"Sure. Now, where's my boy!" T smiled. 
"m right here." | said. 


"Aw, babe." He slid an arm around my back. Kirri tilted her head as she watched us. Then another girl walked 
through a door with the puppy in her arms. She put the dog in Taylor's arms. 


He held him up to his face and snuggled him. "There he is! There's the baby boy!" 
There's a voice | never heard before. Is it wrong if | get hard right now? My baby was in love. And | fell 
further in love with him. Kirri took our picture. We stood beside each other, T holding the puppy against his 


chest. | had my arm around his shoulders. 


After, he gave me the dog and pulled a wad of cash from his pocket. "I know, when we talked on the phone, 
you said the adoption fee was four hundred but | don't have that." 


‘Oh, well," And she was very confused. How could we not have $400? "We're happy to work with you..” 

| have a grand" He handed her the money. "It's important you keep doing this. | hope that helps." 

"This is great, thank you so much!" 

| drove the truck home while he and Louie continued to get acquainted in the passenger seat. At home, he 
played with the puppy in the back yard. He claimed it was important for the dog to learn that being outside in 
the grass was a good thing. | went inside to set up the food and water bowls in the kitchen | changed into a 
pair of trunks and returned outside. T was laying on his back in the grass with Louie on his chest. When | 
approached, Louie stood up on T and wagged his tiny tail. | laid down next to them and he hopped off T and 
climbed up on me and licked my face. 

"He's pretty fucking rad, isn't he?" T said, turning on his side, propping his head on one elbow. 

"Yeah. So are you. Watching you with him is cute as fuck" Louie started nibbling my finger as T leaned down 


and kissed me. | know it's just a puppy but | felt an overwhelming sense that we just created a family. A smile 


a mile wide spread across my face. 


"Taylor!" | yelled after | stepped in shit in front of the sliding door. "Goddamn it!" 


| put my coffee on the railing outside and returned inside to the bathroom to clean off my foot then pick up 
the shit. Louie hid under the table in the family room. 


"What?" T mumbled, rubbing sleep from his eyes. He stood, naked, at the bottom of the stairs. 

"He took a shit again" | said with a sigh. 

"D, its been three weeks. He's doing great. Come on, don't be mad" 

He was right. | was just pissed off that | stepped in it. In bare feet. 

"Now, go get him and tell him you're not mad at him." He told me with one hand on his hip. It was kind of 
difficult to take him seriously. | grinned. | picked up Louie and walked over to Tay. With one arm, | pulled him to 
me. Louie whimpered and pawed my shoulder. 

‘| love you." | told him. 

"I love you too. Tell him you love him." 

"| love you, Louie. Stop shitting on the floor.” 

T rolled his eyes. He wiggled out of my arm and started back up the stairs. | smacked his bare ass. And then 
me and Louie followed him up to the bedroom. In the bedroom, T flopped down on his stomach on the bed. He 
pulled one knee up and hugged a pillow to his chest. He watched me over his shoulder as | put Louie in his 
crate. | climbed onto the bed and hovered over him. "You're a great puppy Daddy." | told him and kissed his 
shoulder. 

"You're getting there." He replied as he wrapped an arm around my neck and pulled me down, into his kiss. 

| pulled him down and turned him on his back Our mouths were pressed together, our tongues twisted and 
danced against each other. | reached down and pushed his shorts off his hips while | moved my mouth to his 


neck. He moaned softly and Louie barked in response. | laughed against his throat. 


‘Louie, hush!" He said firmly. | felt his fingers slide into my hair. While | sucked a nipple into my mouth, my 
hand slid over his cock and stroked it gently. Another moan. Another bark. 


"God" | groaned. 
"Think of it as an audience. You love a good audience, front man" 


"L am the front man, aren't |?" 


"Yep." 
"The boss, right?" 

"Yep" 

"Your boss." 

"Indeed." 

"Ahh, fuck!" He groaned. 

More barking. 

| snickered. "Working my audience." 


Taylor grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled When | growled, the dog growled and whimpered. He pushed me 


up just far enough for him to roll back over to his stomach. 
"Here you go, boss." He said over his shoulder, pushing his ass against me. 
"You're going wish you hadn't done that." 


"| doubt that." 


| squeezed his ass hard and then slapped it, the sound of hand against skin so loud, Louie barked again. Then | 
pushed two wet fingers into him. 


"How's that?" | asked, teasing him. 
"Not quite good enough." 

"No?" 

"Nope" 

"Hmm. This?" And a third finger. 
"Shit" He grunted. 

"Ah, that must be better." 


"Not quite." 


"No?" And | withdrew. | pulled his hips up off the bed. With one hand on the small of his back, | pushed the 
head of my dick against his balls. 


"You missed, boss." 


With a sing laugh, | smacked his ass. 


That evening, Lisa and family came over for dinner. 

‘Oh my gosh, he's so cute!" Katie squealed as she picked Louie up and kissed his nose. "Uncle T, he's amazing!" 
"Yeah, he's pretty rad" 

"When did you get a puppy?" Lis asked. 


"About a month ago. | finally convinced your brother to let me. We found him at a pit bull rescue in the city. 


"He's cute as hell but if my kids start begging me for a puppy now, I'm going to punch you in your pretty 
face, |." 


He smiled. "You think l'm pretty?" 
She elbowed him. "Mom, can we get a puppy?" Mark asked. 
"Oh, shit" Taylor laughed and ran away. 


After we ate my famous barbecued chicken, the kids and T got in the pool. Louie raced around the edge, 
barking at them. 


"Come on, buddy!" T called him. "You can do it! Jump!" 


And he did. The damn dog just jumped into the pool. | stood up from the chair and watched as T scooped him 
up before he sank He lowered him back in slowly and damn dog started paddling. 


"Ohh! Look at him swimming!" Katie cried. 
| looked around me. | had these awesome kids around me, a sister and brother in law who loved and supported 


and laughed with us. | had my best friend and love of my life. | had a puppy that needed me. | had almost 


everything a man could wish for. | was one lucky bastard. 


After everyone left, Taylor was flopped on the couch with Louie asleep on his stomach. 
"Hey babe?" 

"Yeah?" 

Louie jumped up and barked. T slid his hand over the puppy's little head to hush him. 
"Wanna go to Ohio with me?" 

"Ohio? Why?" 


"World's largest drumsticks." 


Warren's Own Prodigal Son 


Author's Notes: 
A huge apology to the people of Warren, Ohio, and mid-west America. To my knowledge, they are not at all as | 
portrayed them here. | also apologize for the use of the homophobic slurs. 


Taylor's POV 
We dropped Louie off at Lisa's house. The kids were only too willing to watch him for the next few days. And | 
offered to have the floors cleaned should there be any accidents. D and | checked into the Magnuson Grand 


Hotel in Warren. 


"Ah! Welcome back to Warren, Dave! And | see ya brought Taylor with you this time. Good to have you with 


us, Taylor!" The grey haired woman behind the counter beamed at us. "Did you make a reservation, Dave?" 
"Yes. Should have me in there." 
"Ah, here you are. Only one room?" She looked confused. 


"Right." Dave smiled at her. He was oblivious. | poked him in the ribs. When he glanced at me, | gave him a wide 


eyed stare. He scrunched his eyebrows, not getting my message. 
"One king bed?" She was still confused. 
"Yes." 


She looked from him to me and then to his left hand. "Oh." She simply said and never raised her eyes from her 
computer again. Fuck Ohio, man. | thought. 


Up in the room, | tossed my bag on the bed"You saw that, right? It was all ‘oh, Dave, welcome back! until she 


realized we were together." 

"I saw it. Who cares? One old fucking woman. Don't worry about it, babe." 

| grumbled. He approached me from behind and put his arms around my waist. 
"| don't care if the whole goddamn city has a problem with us. | love you." 


"IFs kind of funny, they'll have to rename that alley.” 


He laughed softly against my shoulder. "We should go fuck in it. That'll show them!" 
"You're such an asshole." 
"A flaming asshole here in Ohio." 


| didn't want to laugh. Really, | didn't. But we both broke down in a laughing fit so hard, we ended up doubled 


over and wiping tears from our eyes. 

"See? | like this a lot better than you freaking out about people finding out.” 

"Yeah, yeah. Dave Grohl's always right" | rolled my eyes. 

Later, after we fucked just to spite Warren, Ohio, we met the mayor in the restaurant downstairs. 


"Real glad to have you back, Dave. And you brought us another legendary drummer. We couldn't be more 
pleased. Thank you!" 


"Legendary, huh?" Dave grinned at me. "He's okay. Fair, at best." 
"Yeah, he only keeps me around cause he can't sing and drum at the same time." | laid my left hand on Dave's 
right arm. The corner of his mouth twitched. He put his left hand on top of mine and purposely gazed into my 


eyes for a second too long. The mayor, a man around the same age as us, cleared his throat and looked away. 


"So, where are these world's largest drumsticks going to be erected?" Dave turned to Mayor Franklin. | noted 
how he said ‘erected’ 


"At the east entrance to the alley." 

"Ah, there's a bar down that side, right?" 

"Yeah." 

"Maybe we'll head down there and throw a few back. You want to, babe?" 
My eyes grew wide. “Love to." 

"So, you two are." 

"One, as they say?" Dave said with a glint in his eye. "Yes." 


"| see" | watched the mayor's expression turn from confusion to worry to disgust. 


"Think we're done here, babe." Dave stood up and dropped some cash on the table, never taking his eyes from 


Mayor Franklin The mayor refused to meet his gaze. 
Out on the street, D took my hand. | pulled away. "What?" He looked at me. 
"Enough, dude. | know what you're doing. If it makes you angry, let's just go home." 


"Fuck that. This is the twenty fucking first century. There is no fucking way I'm slinking back home because 


this city is full of homophobic motherfuckers. We're gonna have some fun, lover." 

"| don't wanna have fun, D. This isn't fun to me." 

"Come on, doesn't it make you mad?" 

"Course it does but you being a big, in-your-face fag isn't gonna change anything.’ 

He sighed. "I don't want to hide anymore, T. We've been together over a year and | am happy and in love. In the 
last year, I've learned that being proud of you means more than being afraid of people like that" By the time 
he was done, he was shouting at me. 

"l'm not hiding." | grumbled. 

"Arent you? Take my hand" 

"No. I'm not gonna hop on board your crusade to eradicate homophobia in Mid-West America 

"What are you still afraid of? Or ashamed of? Me?" 

"You? Come on" | rolled my eyes."Yeah, ashamed of you. You're so stupid.” 

"Geez, I'm a big, stupid, asshole, fag. Are you sure you're not ashamed of me? I'd be. | sound like a douchebag.’ 
"You do now." | muttered. "I'm going back to the room." 

"Good idea, | wouldn't want to embarrass you!" 

| spun on my heel to walk back to the hotel when he caught my wrist and yanked me back, against his chest. 
He caught my face in his other hand and kissed me, lips crashing into mine, teeth pulling at my bottom lip. He 
still held my wrist and wound it around my back, forcing me to cry out against his mouth. | pushed the heel of 
my hand against his chest. | finally broke away from him and had to adjust myself. | hated that all he had to 


do sometimes was put his mouth on me and | got hard. 


"You've fucking lost your mind here." | said to him. 


"Looks like you enjoy it" He smirked, dropping gaze to my pants. 


"Oh, fuck you." | shook my head. | fumed. | paced the hotel room, replaying the argument in my head. And the 
way he kissed me. My hand flew up to my lips, feeling his on them all over again. The hours slowly ticked by. | 
almost dialed him five separate times. But no. | wouldn't give in this time. After a shower, | stretched out on 


the bed. | was yanked out of sleep by someone pounding on the door. 
"Mr. Hawkins?" Pounding. "Mr. Hawkins? Are you in there?" More pounding. What the fuck? Pounding. 


"Just a fucking minute!" | yelled. | stood up and reached for my pants. | tried to put them on and walk to the 
door at the same time and ended up tripping. | fell on the floor and cursed. | finally yanked the door 
open" What?" | yelled. 


"Umm, I'm really sorry to come up here and wake you, " a nervous kid with zits stammered. | rolled my finger 


in the air, telling the kid to get on with it. "Mr. Grohl was arrested." 


Dave's POV 


Fuck him, | thought as | stomped down the street. He wanted to be a fucking pussy, let him. | was going to get 
wasted. | found the bar and walked in and everybody in the place turned to look at me. It was silent for a split 
second before the bar erupted in "DAVE!" | smiled and shook hands, said hello to people, listened to them fall all 
over themselves. | was pushed toward the bar and there was a bottle of beer already waiting for me. Maybe 
this town wasn't half bad after all. Two young, pretty girls sidled up to either side of me and gave me ‘fuck 
me' grins. | put an arm around each of them. A shot glass was shoved into each of my hands and then filled 
with some Maker's Mark. Yeah, this town wasn't bad at all. | drank, | flirted, | think | might have even kissed. 
Hours passed and | was shit-faced. | don't remember giving Taylor another thought until that big, muscle- 
headed motherfucker walked in. | could tell just by the glare he gave me that we were going to have a 


problem. 

He walked right up to me and said,"! just heard you're here with your boyfriend, Taylor.” 

"Do you see Taylor?" | replied 

"You checked in with him. One bed" He said loudly, looking around at everybody else. 

The people that were all my best friends a minute ago now locked at each other in confusion 
"Is that a problem for you? Are you jealous?" 


"No way am | jealous. I'm not surprised though. Guy like that." 


"Like what, friend?" 


First of all, | ain't your friend. Second of all, skinny, little, long haired freak like him, | ain't surprised he's a fag. 
You, on the other hand? Warren's own prodigal son? Pretty disappointing.” 


"What did you just call him?" My blood was boiling now. So what if | just cursed him out, I'll be fucked if | let 


someone else say something about him. 
"You heard me, fag." 


"Yeah, | thought | did. Mention his name again, friend, | dare you." | got right up in this big fucker's face and 
glared at him. 


"We're just real shocked. Big rock star like you." 

"Mm, yeah, big rock star like me." | muttered as | pushed past him and out the door. 

| stumbled up the alley, looking at all the pictures of me painted on the sides of the buildings. This was all 
bullshit. These people didn't know me or even care about me. They cared about that guy up on the building. 
That guy with the big smile. That guy with the long hair. That guy wailing on the guitar or beating shit outta 
those drums. They didn't want to know me. They just wanted to celebrate me. Or the guy they thought was 
me. Well, fuck that. Fuck them. Why the fuck should | sit back and let them when | know they don't accept me? 
How fucked up is that? 

| whipped my dick out and started pissing on one of the paintings. 

"Hey! Hey youl Stop it! What are you doing?!" 

My head snapped up to see a uniformed cop approaching me. 

"Dave? Why would you.." The young cop was so heartbroken and confused over what he saw. 


"When you gotta go, you gotta go." | drunkenly offered. 


His partner rounded the corner then and he was an old, crusty bag of shit who had no problem whatsoever 


hauling my ass in 
"You fucking rock stars, no fucking respect for anything. First ones to shit on something nice done for ya" he 
growled in my ear as he put handcuffs on me. He then jabbed his nightstick into my ribs, just for good 


measure. | collapsed onto my knees with a groan. 


| got tossed into a cell prior to having the cuffs taken off. That was fun, having my face land against the 


concrete wall. 

‘Oops, | forgot to take those handcuffs off of you. My bad" He snickered. He pushed me against the wall again 
and took them off and then elbowed my head. It bounced off his elbow and into the wall again. My knees 
buckled and | fell to the floor. 

"Hey, rock star, anybody you want us to call for ya?" 

"No." | mumbled. The last person | wanted to see me like this was T. 

| curled up in a ball on the floor and fought really hard not to think about him and the argument we had. He 
was right. | left that dinner table with a huge chip on my shoulder and | sought to prove something to 
everybody in this shitty town. Just once, | thought, | would love for Taylor's emotions to get the better of 
him. And then | started getting angry with him all over again 

Really, Grohl, angry with him? How about angry with yourself for getting into this mess? If you'd only listened 
to him, you wouldn't have gotten drunk, you wouldn't have picked an argument with a homophobe, you wouldn't 
have pissed in your alley and you wouldn't have gotten the shit beat out of you by a cop. 

Oh, shut up. 

"Why is he laying on the floor like that? He looks sick. What happened?" | heard a familiar voice. 


"He is sick, he's wasted as fuck. Pissing in the alley, like that. You know we gotta charge him with indecent 


exposure." 

"Whatever, just open the door. He doesn't look right 

| heard the door open, | heard footsteps approach. | felt a warm, gentle hand sweep my hair from my face. 
"Babe?" A soft voice. "Babe, sit up. Look at me." | did know that voice. | smiled as | sat up and opened my eyes. 
"Aw, fuck What happened to you?" He touched my forehead and | winced. He drew his bloody fingers away. 
"He's bleeding! What the fuck happened in here?" He turned his head and yelled 

"Oww, shh!" | groaned, 


"Come on, stand up.” He pulled one of my arms over his shoulders and | felt his other arm around my back. 


"Jesus Christ, D. What happened?" 


"| pissed in the alley. They called me a rock star and beat the shit right outta me." 


"They beat you?" He asked. 
"| think so. | don’t know! 

He sat me on the bench. "Don't fucking move.” 

He brushed past the younger cop who stood there, looking sicker than me 
"That old fuck beat me, didn't he?" | slurred 

"Ll didnt see anything." He looked like he was about to piss himself 


Taylor came back with the old cop. "Now, how does a man get a bloody cut on his forehead when he's just 


taking a piss in an alley? Explain that to me please." 


"He tripped when we were putting him in the cell. Smacked his face on the wall. That's what happens when you 
get fall down drunk, you know? That's why they call it fall down drunk” 


He returned to my side and helped me stand again. "Come on, baby, let's get out of here" 
He pushed me into a cab outside the police station and held me against his chest as we rode back to the hotel. 
"Im so sorry | fought with you." | mumbled 

"Me, too. Now, shhh. Let's get you back to the hotel and I'll clean up that cut" He kissed my hair. 

"You're a really great boyfriend" 

"| know, now shut up" 


In the hotel room, he sat me on the bed and pulled my shirt over my head. Then he pulled my shoes off. He 
started on my belt buckled when | put my hands over his. 


"I'm sorry." | said again. 


"I know. Now stop. You're drunk and | need to get you cleaned up." And he pushed my chest until | fell back on 
the bed. He pulled my pants off and then helped me turn my body so my head was against the pillows. 


"Don't move." 


He returned moments later with a warm, wet towel and wiped my face with it. | exhaled slowly, savoring the 


feeling of that warm towel against my battered face. 


"Is a good thing you weren't very pretty to begin with." He whispered with a sad laugh. 
"I shoulda listened to you." 


"Remind me to get that tattooed on your hand when we get home. That way, when you're about to do 


something stupid, you can read it and we can avoid this again 
"Not gonna cut me any slack, Hawkins?" 


"Maybe just this once." He kissed my temple. | felt him stretch out on the bed beside me and lay his head on 


my shoulder. "Get some sleep, babe. We're going home in the morning.” 


We're A Family, you, me, and Louie 


| created a pretty big mess with my stunt in Ohio. | was officially charged with public indecency and fined 
$1000. But worse, details of the argument in the bar were all over the press. They were having a ball with all 


sorts of rumors and pictures of Taylor and me. 


We sat down with John and a team of lawyers and public relations people. | don't know why. The bottom line 
was that we were together and | still insisted | didn't give a shit who knew or how they reacted. Taylor 
slumped in the chair and looked miserable. After four hours of debating, the decision was made to apologize 


for my behavior but not address the rumors at all. 


"Really? This is the best we can come up with? Why don't we just tell the truth?" | dropped my hand heavily 
on the glass table. 


"You can tell them the truth if you're both comfortable with that but think about the ripple effect" 


"Look, being out there, being subjected to that shit was a real eye opener. | was naive, | guess. But | mean, 


other people go through this every day. Being harassed and shit. It's pretty fucking awful." 


"Well, here's the choice you have to make." John said. "Protect yourselves and say nothing or go public and deal 
with a lot of shit. Is dealing with all that worth it? | mean, do you want to become the poster boys for gay 


America?" 
"No!" Taylor finally spoke up. 
All eyes were now on him, including mine. 


"No. | never wanted this, D. You know that. It's not that I'm ashamed of anything. | just want to protect you 
and me. You got your ass kicked. It wasn't because you pissed in an alley, its because you're with me. Don't 
you understand that?" He laid a hand on my arm and stared into my eyes. It sunk in then. He wasn't scared or 


ashamed of anything. He was just realistic. 


| put my hand over his and nodded. "Okay," | turned back to the team. "Let's just issue the apology and ignore 
the rumors." 


"Thank you." He said quietly. 


| taped a 5 minute apology that they'd show on Ohio local television. While | was reading the statement | 
overpaid a staff of 8 people to prepare, | just kept thinking about lying on the floor, bleeding. This was wrong. 
This went against everything | believed. | was about to call it off when | looked up and saw Taylor's face. This 


is what he wanted me to do. 


In the car on the way home,we were both quiet. | didn't resent him for this but | didn't feel good about it 
either. We walked into the house and Tay went directly upstairs to get Louie from his crate. He took him 
outside in the yard and played with him. 

| watched them from the deck,beer in hand. 


"Come down here." He called, looking up at me. 


| walked down the steps and around the pool. | stood next to him as he threw a tiny Frisbee. Louie barked and 
chased it down. 


"I know what you're thinking. You felt like shit taping that apology. You feel like you rolled over." 


‘| do. But | understand why it was important to you. Sometimes you pick your battles. And you battled through 


letting our friends and families know. | did promise you that we never had to let another soul know. " 
"You did. And l'm not hiding, D. l'm just..." 
"Realistic. | get that now." 


"Good" 


When Louie got tired of chasing the Frisbee,the three of us laid down in the grass. With Louie on my stomach 
and Taylor against my chest, | ran my fingers through his hair as | stared up at the clouds floating by. 


| could spend every day doing exactly this." | said out loud. 
'It is pretty great." T responded before he yawned. 

"Hey babe?" 

"Hmm?" 

"We're a family, you, me, and Louie." 

"I know. Feels pretty good, doesn't it?" 


"Pretty damn good" And as we laid there in silence, | started to think more about family. If a puppy sleeping on 
top of me feels this good, what would a baby of ours feel like? 


| mentally smacked myself. A baby, Grohl? Are you fucking kidding me right now? 


"Hey, hon? | been thinking about something." Don't you do it! If you mention this to him, it will happen There'll 


be no turning back. 
"What?" 
"Let's take Louie to a dog park" | mentally gave myself a high five. Good save, Davey. 


Louie became a regular at the dog park nearby. Sometimes T would take him by himself, sometimes we'd both 
go. Initially, when we were there together, a lot of people would stare and whisper. Slowly, some of the women 
approached us first. They would sneak glances at our left hands. They would smile if T and | touched or looked 
at each other. | suppose it was the same wondering and confusion we'd experienced in Ohio. It was a lot better 


than getting the crap beat outta me though. 


We were sprawled out on the couch after we ate Taylor's famous turkey burgers. | felt ill, | ate so much. 


Louie was asleep between us. 


"| don't know what you put in those things and | don't think | want to know,but goddamn,they are so delicious. | 
feel like crap"! lifted my t-shirt and rubbed my fat stomach. 


"Do you want to know?" 
"No! Don't tell me, | feel like the mystery adds to the pleasure." 
| bet you do." 


Later that night, with Louie in his crate sound asleep, we climbed into bed. | pulled T into my arms and kissed 


him. 

"| love you, babe." 

"| love you. You're a great boyfriend" 

‘lam pretty fucking great, you're right. "| grinned. "But you're better." 


And | kissed him again as | pulled him on top of me. | ran my fingers through his hair as his tongue slipped 
past my lips. His fingertips gently tickled my chin. With my hands slid his shirt up his back and rubbed his 
smooth,warm skin. He sat up,straddling my hips and pulled his shirt over his head. | slid my hands up his thighs 
to his hips and held one hand there while the other slid down his chest to his stomach. That sexy,toned 
stomach of his drove me crazy. All | wanted to do was lick it and kiss it. | sat up and pushed him off of 
me,onto his back and then | was all over him. | licked his neck and shoulder,down his chest and hovered over 
his nipple. | licked it, sucked it into my mouth,nibbled on it. His hands were on my head,fingers tangled in my 
hair. | dipped lower,to the smooth,taut skin of his stomach and ran my tongue over his navel,across his 


abdomen,to the tattoo on his hip. | pulled his shorts off his hips and down his legs and then pulled my own 
clothes off. 


"Hey." | got an idea as | looked down at him. 

"What?" 

"Where's that bag of tricks?" 

"On the shelf, in the closet” 

"Excellent" | grinned. | walked over to the closet, shooting him an evil sneer over my shoulder. 
"Wait, are you going to-?" 

"Yes, | am." 

"Oh. Shit." he mumbled. 

| laughed as | returned to the bed. | looked around, surveying the bed and all its possibilities. 
"What are you looking for?" He asked as he rolled to his side, propping his head up on one elbow. 


"Nothing." | let my eyes drift to his face and then down his body. | pulled a scarf from the bag and tied it 


around his head, covering his eyes. 
"Aw, fuck. This is gonna hurt." He mumbled. 


It might but | promise it won't be anything you won't enjoy." | whispered into his ear. His body trembled in 


reply. | turned him onto his back and lifted him to the center of the bed. | stretched his arms out to each side 


and then tied one end of a scarf to his wrist and the other end to the handle of the drawer on the bedside 
table. And repeated on the other side. 


"Oh God, D. This. don't know.." He stammered. 
"Shh, you're fine. If | need to stop, shake your head back and forth." | whispered against his cheek. | stood back 
for a moment and watched him writhe. And | was nowhere close to being done. | fished that damn gag out of 

the bag. Tapping his bottom lip with my finger, | told him to open 


"Aw, no." 


"Yes. Open" | said firmly. He did so very slowly. | slid the ball into his mouth and fastened the strap behind his 


head. "| can't wait to be inside of you." | whispered, 


He groaned his response. | looked into the bag to see what other toys were at my disposal. The little whip, the 
vibrator, some little silver metal clamps attached to a long chain. Yes, those would come in handy. "Hmm, what 


do we have here?" and | jingled the chain loudly. He groaned and twisted, trying to move away from me. 


"Oh no, you don't. Get back here." | teased him. | attached the clamps to his nipples and he cried out against 
the gag. "Shh." | gently ran my fingers down his cheek. "You're okay." 


With the vibrator on low and covered in lube, | pushed it just inside of him. The way his body responded, 
spreading his thighs farther apart and his chest heaving, made me want to bury my dick so deep inside of him. 
But not yet. | stroked his dick as | pushed the vibrator deeper. The soft moans and grunts were more that | 
could resist. | lifted his ass in my hands and slid my dick right into him. And | fucked him hard and fast, quickly 
reaching my climax. | pulled out of him and stroked my cock in my hand until | came on his dick with a loud, 


"Fuuuck!" 

| heard him groan when he felt my warm, wet come spill onto him. He gasped and inhaled sharply when | 
started licking it off of him. | lowered my mouth over his dick and sucked him. My wet lips and tongue worked 
him until his hips rose off the bed and he grunted long and loud against the ball gag. He came against my 
Tongue and | let his and mine slide down my throat. In the dark, before we fell asleep, | held him against my 
chest. My hand was lazily petting his hair. 

"Te" 

"Yeah, babe?" 


"Let's have a baby." 


Are You Sure This Is What You Want? 


Dave's POV 


Louie and | were relaxing on the deck when T woke up. | had coffee waiting for him. | knew he wouldn't sleep 


very late this morning. Louie jumped into his lap when he sat down. He stroked the dog's head and ears. 
"Morning." | said 

"Good morning." 

"How did you sleep?" Yes, | was making small talk as | waited for the inevitable question 

"Great. Always sleep great when I'm next to you. Always have." 

| smiled at him and reached my hand out. He took it and rubbed his thumb over the back of it. 
"D? About what you said?" There it was. The inevitable question 

"Yeah, | don't know why | said that. Can we just forget it?" 

He stared at me. "Oh. Yeah, | guess." 

‘Must have been all the blood that rushed to my dick. None left in my brain" 

"Oh, was that the problem?" He smirked. He knew | was fucking with him. 

"It was. | can't help it, fucking you is just so goddamn good, I'd agree to just about anything." 
"ll have to remember that." 


"Baby, you always get what you want, anyway." | said with a smile. The truth was | never wanted to give him 
anything less than exactly what he wanted. It just wasn't always exactly when he wanted it. 


"| do, don't |?" 
| nodded. "So we're gonna do this?" 
"If you're sure its what you want. Do you?" 


Again, | nodded. 


"How?" 

| shrugged. "Adopt?" 

"That's an option It'd be kind of nice, though, if one of us was the biological father." 

"Find a woman who'd carry a baby for us? And how we decide which of us is going to do it?" 
‘I'm prettier." 


"That's certainly true. So you want to jerk off into a cup and then have a doctor jam it up some woman's 


vagina?" 

"When you put it like that, | get hard just thinking about it" 

"I can imagine. Are you sure this is what you want?" 

"Absolutely. | even have an idea" He told me his idea and | glared at him in surprise. "Not a good idea?" 

‘It's a great ideal Just not sure itll pan out. A lot of time has passed, you know?" 

"Worth a try." 

That evening all the Grohls gathered at Lisa and Mark's for dinner, even Louie. Mark and Katie took him 
upstairs with them after dinner, leaving only the adults to sit around, drinking and talking. My mother lectured 
me about Ohio. Now that | had Tay and Louie in my life, | ought to stop and consider the consequences of my 


behavior. 


"You're right. But you weren't there, Mom. It was astonishing to me to hear the shit coming outta this guy's 
mouth. What gives someone else the right to tell you who you should and shouldn't be with." 


“According to them? God." 

"Well, fuck that. I've never felt better about myself than | do when I'm with this person" And | took Taylor's 
hand. "We're not hurting anyone and only helping each other be the very best versions of ourselves. How is 
that so wrong?" 

"You both have dicks." Mark offered with a smirk. 


"| got beat up by a cop and l'm the one that apologized” 


"You got drunk and took a piss in Dave Grohl Alley." Lis said with a small laugh. She caught my eye and we 
both started laughing. 


"Well, son of mine, | just want you to remember you're not the only one that will suffer for your stupidity 


anymore. And Taylor, that goes for you too. Your partners now, you depend on one another." 
"About that. We've decided that-" | began. 

"You're getting married!" Lisa squealed and clapped her hands. 

"No. God, bite your tongue." | smirked. 

"What then?" 

"We're going to impregnate someone." 

"A kid? You guys want a kid?" Lisa sounded incredulous. 

Mark and my mother stared at us. 

"Wow, don't all do backflips and shit” 

"l'm just stunned. This is a baby, D. Not exactly your forte." 

"| can do it. Look, | was against getting a dog and Louie is fantastic. Besides, l'm not doing it alone." 
"That's true. T, a baby, really?" 

‘| always wanted kids. Before D, | wasn't ready to settle down. And now, we are." 

"So how's it going to work?" 

"We're still working on that. We'll keep you updated. And damn, we thought you'd be more excited" 


"We are, you just threw us for a loop. But another grandbaby!" My Mom finally started to formulate the 


happy, excited response we wanted. 

"Look at my baby brother, all grown up and shit. | remember that first phone call where you were all excited 
and happy. If | remember correctly, you," she pointed at T. "Were asleep in his bed yet. And he called me to 
tell me and he just sounded so giddy. And then started to worry." 


"And you told him to just be happy. | heard about this phone call. Thank you for giving him such sage advice." 


We met with my lawyer, Andrew, and drew up a contract of sorts to take with us. | was nervous. And if | was 


nervous, T was ready to climb the fucking wall. We sat in the restaurant, waiting. My fingers drumming on the 


table, Tay's knee keeping time with me. His hands fidgeted, running through his hair. 
"She doesn't know why we're here?" 

"No, just said we should get together for lunch or something." 

"| hope we don't freak her out." 

T looked at me. "I think that ship has sailed, don't you?" 


| grinned. "Oh, yeah." 


"Shit! There she is!" He smiled as he stood up. | swung my head around toward the door. 


She stood for a moment, scanning the restaurant. Her face lit up with a huge smile when she spotted us. She 


was so beautiful, | thought. A kid that was half her and half Taylor would be perfect. 
Taylor's POV 


Is that a dude with her? No fucking way! Shit! | glanced at D, giving him a panicked expression. She quickly made 


her way to us and threw herself into my open arms. 
"God, it is so good to see you guys! And you called me right out of the blue. | was so happy!" 
"Is really good to see you again! Who is this?" 


"This is my brother, Jeremy. l'm sorry to do this to you but he's such a big fan of you guys. | couldn't tell 


him no." 
"Yeah, I'm so stoked, you guys. Really. My big sister is friends with you guys. It's crazy." 
"Nice to meet you." D said stiffly, shooting me a glance. 


"B, we kind of wanted to talk to you about something. Maybe we could meet for a drink later or coffee 


Tomorrow?" 
‘Oh, shit. I'm sorry, you guys. You should have just told me on the phone." 
"Well, we wanted to see you too!" That was an awkward lunch. Jeremy watched me look at B and then at D and 


D look at B and then at me. Bailey was confused as well. We made arrangements to meet her on the morning 


for coffee. 


"Can't you even give me a hint? I'm fucking nervous now." 

"Language, Bl" | teased her. 

"Fuck that. | don't see you for like three months and here you are again, acting weird as shit” 

"Its nothing to be nervous about, | promise.” | kissed her cheek and said goodnight. D and | decided to sit at the 
bar and throw back a few. At three in the afternoon. It felt good to dull those nerves and disappointment over 
not being able to talk to her right away. | started to sway and couldn't sit still so | knew it might be a good 
idea to cut myself off. D, apparently, did not feel the same for he yelled very enthusiastically about it being 
karaoke time. 

"Shit" | grumbled And there he was, up at the mic. 

"Taylor Hawkins, love of my life. This one's for you, buddy." And | couldn't, in my inebriated state, recall where 
I'd heard that intro before. Oh, no. | covered my face with a hand when he started to sing. "I love myself, | 
want you to love me. When | feel down, | want you above me.." And the rest of the bar went crazy. Even the 
redneck dudes in cowboy hats hooted and whistled over Dave's supremely campy rendition of | Touch Myself. 
"What is wrong with you?" | muttered when he returned to his seat. 

‘Nothing at all. Its true, you know." 

"What's true?" 

"When | think about you, | touch myself.” 

| shook my head. 

"Taylor, looks like it's your turn!" | heard the DJ yell into the mic. 

| looked at D. "What did you do?" | scolded him the way | would scold Louie at home. 

"Come on, Taylor. You gotta give us at least one." 

Dave grinned at me. 

"Asshole." But | slid off the stool and stumbled my way to the microphone. | smirked when | heard the music 
begin. Cheap Trick's | Want You To Want Me. Subtle, D. Very subtle. After another shot and beer chaser, the 
two of us decided it would be a great idea to do a duet. | think we may have lost our audience, however, when 


we chose to sing Endless Love. 


"and the DJ lost his shit when | said Endless Love!" D laughed as we got off the elevator. We held each other 


up as we stumbled down the hall. "Good thing we got out of there when we did, we don't need anymore hate 


crimes." 

"Fuck me, T. What's our room number again?" 
"What floor is this?" 

"Top?" 


"| don't know. You're in charge of this shit" We lost our room. Dave started pulling shit out of his pockets and 
stuffing it into my hands. 


"See if it says the room number on any of that." 


One of the crumpled up pieces of paper was the receipt from the hotel. "Yeah, here. Room 19903. What floor 


are we on?" 
"Don't remember." 


We found our way back to the bank of elevators. We were only on the tenth floor. | hit the button to go up 
and waited. | glanced at D. He grinned back at me. | don't know if it was his sexy grin, all the alcohol, or both 
but | suddenly needed to have him. With a grunt, | pushed him up against the elevator doors and forced my 
tongue into his mouth. | pushed his shirt off of his stomach and gently raked my fingertips across his bare 
skin He grabbed the back of my knee and pulled it up, against his hip, forcing our bodies to press together. | 
could feel his dick throbbing on my own. D's free hand was tangled in my hair and his mouth broke free from 


mine and landed on my neck. 
"Fuck me." | groaned. 


Vaguely, somewhere else, | heard the elevator chime. It didn’t register, however. At the very moment | slid a 
hand inside Dave's jeans, the doors we were using to hold us up slid open D fell backwards, pulling me with him. 
He fell to the floor with a hard thud and cushioned my fall, at least. The elevator was empty. | looked down at 
him and started giggling. He joined in and pretty soon we were laughing hysterically. When the doors tried to 
close and kept bumping into our legs, we roared some more. | scrambled to sit up and turned around. | pulled 


D's knees up so his feet were inside the door. Then | pressed the button for the nineteenth floor. 


Fucking Achy Breaky Heart. Why | haven't changed that yet, | don't know. But it sounded horrible at 9:00 in the 
morning. My mouth was dry, my head was throbbing, the rest of my body wasn't very happy with me either. 


"What?" | groaned into the phone. 


"T? You sound like shit" 

"| feel like shit" 

"I'm downstairs. You said nine, didn't you?" 

"Fuck. Yes. Give us like ten minutes. Sorry.” 

| smacked D on his ass. "Get up. We're late." 

We shuffled slowly downstairs into the restaurant, finding Bailey at a table by herself. 

She laughed at us. "You guys look like shit. What did you do last night?" 

"Drank, sang, fucked" | mumbled. 

"It looks like it. Do you even remember why you wanted to see me this morning?" 

"Yes. Can we at least get coffee first?" 

"| guess." She waited patiently while we had coffee and ordered breakfast. 

| glanced at D. Here goes. "Bailey, we came out here to ask you to do something really important for us." | 
started. "You are probably the most amazing woman | know. Your smile and your sweetness and strength won 
my heart" 


"Not a clue where this is going." She commented. "But | love you too, T." 


"We adopted a puppy a couple months ago. His name is Louie. Here, look" | showed her pictures of Louie on my 


phone. 
"Still not sure. You want me to puppy sit for you?" 


"Bailey, having Louie around made us realize that we're a family. We want a family. So we wondered if you 


would consider..." | paused. 
"Having a baby with us." D blurted out. 


She leaned back in her chair, eyes wide, mouth gaping open. She looked from me to Dave as what we were 


asking of her sank in. "How?" 


"T is gonna do it. Well, not do it with you but he's gonna be the father." 


"So you want me to be the mother? Artificial insemination?" 

| nodded. "We'd take care of everything. In fact, you and Lilly can come and live with us while you're pregnant.” 
"You guys, | need some time to think about this. This is huge!" 

"We know. But we couldn't think of anybody we wanted more. And anything you want, just ask." 

"Time. | want time. A few days." 


"We drew up a contract with our lawyer. If it makes you comfortable, have someone look it over. We want to 


do this the right way, B. We know it will be life-changing for all of us." 
"You guys are something else." She smiled. | hope she meant that in a good way. 
After talking about it and hearing us out, with contract in hand, she hugged us and said goodbye. 


Dave's POV 


| found T downstairs in the studio, slouched on the couch, guitar in his lap. Louie curled in a ball at his side. 


"Hey, you okay?" 

"Just anxious. Its been a week, she hasn't even called" 

"Babe, we dropped a bomb on her. We're asking her to change her life for us. Give her time” 
"What if she says no?" 


"Then we'll figure something else out" | said as | picked up Louie and sat down where he was laying. | set the 


dog in my lap and scratched his ears. "Its gonna work out, | promise." 
"| know. | hate waiting.” 


"| never would have guessed" | smiled. | slid my arm around his shoulders and pulled him against my side. He 


rested his head on my shoulder and slid his hand over Louie's head. | kissed his head 
"I love you, D" 

"| love you, too. Try to relax” 

"| could use some help in that area" | heard the suggestion in his tone. 


"Could you?" | asked as | ran a finger lightly down his cheek 


He stood up and put the guitar in its stand and then picked Louie up from my lap and set him in another chair. 
He returned and straddled my lap. Before | could even reach for him, he had pulled his shirt over his head. 
With my hands pressed flat against his back, | pulled him closer and seized his left nipple in my mouth. A 
tantalizing, sandpapery groan came from his mouth as his head tilted back. | felt his hands take two fistfuls of 
my hair. Sliding my hands down to his waist, | turned him and lowered him onto his back next to me on the 
couch. | pinned his hands above his head and kissed his parted lips. My mouth moved across his jaw, under his 
ear, planting light kisses, licking, nibbling. His entire body was responding deliciously to my kisses. He moaned 
softly while his hips rolled against mine. | sat back on my heels long enough to pull his shorts off. He let one 
leg fall off the side of the couch and swung the other up over the top of it. | let my eyes travel up his thighs 
to his hips, his stomach and chest. | drank in his hungry expression before | leaned over him again and kissed 


his forehead. 

"You're so goddamn sexy." | sighed, letting my hand find his cock. 

| stroked him slowly as | flicked my tongue across his lips. Continuing to tease him with my hand, | lowered my 
mouth to his right ripple this time. | sucked on it, rolled my tongue around it, nibbled it gently between my 
teeth. He groaned softly while he ran a hand through my hair. | kissed my way down his chest and stomach. 
My new favorite, make that second favorite, spot on his body was his navel so | spent considerable time there, 
kissing and licking. 

"D, please." He muttered, his hands pushed on my shoulders, trying to force me down just a bit more. 

"Getting impatient?" 

"Yes!" 

"Ah, if | was an asshole, I'd make you wait longer now." 

"You are an asshole." 

"Oh, yeah. Guess you wait now." 

"No. Come on, please." 

"Oh, fine." 

Later, after we ate dinner, T got the phone call that would officially change our lives. Bailey said yes. She had a 


few stipulations of her own, however. We agreed to meet her in Omaha again in two weeks to sit down and 


discuss everything. 


She gave us the address of her lawyer's office. He just happened to be Ben's brother, also Dave. My lawyer, 
Andrew, was on the phone with us all. The two biggest changes in our contract were that B did not want to 
come back to LA and she asked us to include Lilly in the baby’s life. Initially, | protested her decision to stay in 


Omaha. 


Its this or nothing. | am not going back to LA. | can't go back there. | know it would be different but that city 


is not me. | would not be comfortable there no matter how hard you tried. I'm sorry." 

T and | looked at each other. He gave a slight nod. 

"Okay, it looks like we'll be visiting Omaha quite frequently.” 

The next step was the most crucial; getting Bailey pregnant. After a battery of testing, the day had arrived 
for T to do his thing. "Okay slugger, you're up." The nurse grinned and handed him a sterile, white cup. "Let's 
knock one out of the park" 


"Baseball references. Probably counterproductive." He replied with a nervous grin. 


He looked back at me and | winked. | honestly wondered how he was going to do this. | wouldn't be able to. 
Fifteen minutes later, my phone buzzed in my pocket. A text from him: "Help. Room 5." 


So | helped. And the nurse looked very alarmed to see us both exit the room. 


We're Going To Be Dads 


Taylor's parents came up for a long weekend visit. My Mom and Lis and her family came over, along with the 


boys. We had a big barbecue in the backyard with a ton of food and beer. 

"Okay, what's the occasion?" Pat asked me after he pulled me aside. 

"You'll find out soon enough." | grinned. 

"Getting married?" 

"Why does everybody keep asking that?" 

"Because, essentially, you already are. Just make it official. 

"No. Not getting married." 

"What are you afraid of?" 

"Marriage. Duh." 

‘It's no big deal. Like | said, you've really already done it" 

"Yeah, yeah." 

When everybody was sitting and eating, | stood up and took T by the hand. "Hey, shut up! We have something 
we want to tell you guys." | started and looked at Tay. "A little over a month ago, we asked a friend of ours to 
do something very important for us. And she agreed" 

‘Oh my God!" My mother squealed and put her hands over her mouth. 

"So last week, we did it. And it worked. So D and | are going to... 

"Be Dads?!" Lisa screamed. 

We nodded. Everybody went ape shit. Pat and Chris and Nate hugged us, clapping us on our backs. Katie and 
Mark were happy, as usual. Lisa and my Mom were in tears. Big Mark took things in stride, also as usual. 
Elizabeth and Gerry sat with open mouths, watching everybody else celebrate. | watched T's face cloud as he 


looked at them. Goddamn it. 


Everybody congratulated us once more before they left, leaving me and T with his parents. 


"Babe, do you want to go upstairs and make sure | pulled out enough blankets and towels for your parents?” | 
asked him as Elizabeth and | were washing dishes. Our eyes met for a split second but it was long enough for 
Tay to understand what | was really asking. He took the steps two at a time. 


Elizabeth, come in the family room for a moment. | would like to have a word with you and your husband" 


When she was seated on the couch next to I's father, | stood over them, unsure where to start. | was 
fingering my ring when | looked down at it. "You know, T and | wear these rings as a reminder that we're 
committed to each other. When he's not with me, | can look at it and know that he's still right next to me. And 
this," | pulled my shorts off my hip and showed them my tattoo. "The line is from a song | wrote about Taylor 
when he laid in that hospital bed, knocking on death's door. | love him. With all of my heart and soul, | love him. 
When we adopted Louie, we started a family. | know he's just a dog but he's family. We want to build our 
family because that's what two people in love sometimes want to do. | realize that, because we're gay, we are 
not a ‘normal couple by society's standards. That was never made clearer to me than when | was getting my 
faced bounced off a concrete wall. But I'll tell you something, that didn't hurt half as much as when | saw the 
disappointed look on Taylor's face this afternoon All he wants is for you to be happy for him. ls that really too 
much to ask? And we thought you'd finally come around during the holidays. Remember what you said to him 
at Thanksgiving, Mr. Hawkins? Did you know that, later that night, before we fell asleep, he cried in my arms 
because he was so happy?" | had to stop, | was panting from becoming so passionate and animated. | raked my 


fingers through my hair. 

Elizabeth wiped her eyes. "A new baby. My baby's going to be a daddy." She said quietly. 

| smiled. "Yeah, he is and he's going to be the best goddamn father ever. 

"Ger, we did say we wanted more grandchildren." She turned to him. 

"The baby is actually his? Is it a Hawkins?" 

| nodded, unsure why it mattered but whatever. If it helped them come around, great. 

"Taylor, you can come out now." Elizabeth called. He appeared from the hallway. 

She stood and rushed over to him. She took his face in her hands and, in a moment of pure motherly love 
rarely displayed, she kissed his lips quickly. "| am so sorry we disappoint you, darling. | promise to try harder, 
not only for you but for my new grandchild" 


"Thank you.” 


"She's right, son. | need to learn to trust that you're simply doing the things that make you happy. And Dave, 


if you ever drop your pants in front of me again, we're going to have a problem." 


"Noted, sir." 


"When can we find out what it's going to be?" 

"When he or she is born" 

"You're not going to find out first?" 

"Nope. We like the mystery." 

"What about names?" 

"We'll worry about that when the time comes." 

"Well, a few hours too late but congratulations, my dears!" Elizabeth kissed my cheek, then Tay’s. 

Every three weeks for the next eight months, we spent a long weekend in Omaha. We met Bailey's parents and 
spent time with Lilly, who was nearly two years old now. Bailey knew the sex of the baby and had promised not 
to tell us. | had my suspicions but even Tay and | didn't talk about it. In between trips, we bought baby 
furniture and converted one of the spare bedroom into a nursery. We enlisted the help of the boys for 
furniture assembly and painting, with wifely supervision of course. Cara cried at every turn of a goddamn 
screw or every brush stroke. 

"Dude, you got another on the way or something? Your wife is a basket case." | said to Chris. 

"I fucking hope not. Babe, why are you crying?" He asked her. 

"Because it's just so beautiful. This gives me hope, you know?" 

Chris and | looked at each other and shook our heads. 

"I know what she means. That you guys are doing this means maybe love will prevail, not hate." 

"We're just two people starting a family, not that different 

"Don't kid yourselves. Its special." 

It's definitely special." 

"So you know, with a kid and all, you're gonna have to come out" 


"Yeah, we kind of figured. We'll see what happens." 


"Well, the crib is done. On to the dresser?" Nate asked. 


"We got the dresser." Tay said. 


"Nate, you wanna check on that?" | asked him. "Tay can't operate the coffee machine, l'm not trusting him to 


put baby furniture together. 

"Dick, that was almost two years ago." 

"Aw, l'm just teasing. Come here." | pulled him against me and ran a paint brush right down his face. 

"D! Goddamn you! Asshole!" He ran his hand down his face and now the paint was all over his face and hand. | 
laughed at him and shrieked even louder when he picked up a roller and chased me. | pulled Nate in front of me 
and he ended up with paint down the front of his shirt. | laughed even harder when Nate cursed at T and 
started chasing him. He hid behind Chris. 

"Don't get me involved! Take your punishment like a man!" 

‘Funny, | tell him the same thing." | said with a sneer. 

"Okay, that's our cue." Chris said. He started for the door and stopped. "Hey, guys?" 

"What?" 

"Your dog got painted." 

And poor Louie stood in the hallway with a big mint green streak down his back. 

‘Louie! What happened?" Tay fell on his knees and took Louie's face in his hands. 

After everyone left, we bathed Louie and then sat out on the deck with a couple of beers. 

"Almost time, you nervous?" | asked him. 

"Sure am. You?" 

"Scared as shit. Let's not do it." 

"Yeah, you're right. What the fuck were we thinking?" 


"Your idea. What were you thinking?" 


"Baby fever." He admitted. 


"Well, you got us into this mess." 

"You're Dave Grohl, you were in Nirvana. You can get us out of this." 
"Not even he can get us out of this one, I'm afraid." 

"Fuck." 


In the morning, | awoke with a snort when T smacked my bare ass. "We gotta go, D! She's early!" 


| Want To Marry You 


As we were getting into the cab at the airport, my phone started ringing. "Hello?" 
"Taylor? It's Irene, Bailey's mother. She had the baby. Where are you?" 


"She had it? We missed it? Shit, we're at the airport. We'll be at the hospital in like 20 minutes. | can't believe 


we missed it!" 

"Well, the little bugger slipped right out. No complications or anything. Take your time, everybody's fine." 
"Okay, thank you for calling. See you in a few minutes." 

"Do you want to know what it is?" 


"NO!" | nearly shouted at her. She laughed and hung up. | turned to D. "She had it. According to her mother, 
‘the little bugger slipped right out." 


He chuckled. "Of course. Leave it to Bailey.” 


| stopped in the hospital gift shop and bought flowers and balloons and stuffed animals. Dave's arms and mine 


were full when we found the room Bailey was in. 


‘Oh, my God. You guys are so dumb. What did you do, buy the damn store out?" She exclaimed when we poked 


our heads in the door. 
"Yeah, pretty much" | smiled, setting things down "How are you? How do you feel? Everything went well?" 
"Good Really good. Did you see..?" 

"No, figured the baby wasn't going to get up and run away so we came to see you first? 

"| got news for you, Taylor. bm not getting up and running away anytime soon, either. Go see your baby” 
| stood next to the bed and ran my hand over her hair. "You're so amazing" And | kissed her lips. 


"Dave, come and get your boyfriend and go see your baby!" | looked at B, confused. Was she ..crying? Dave 
gently took my hand. A nurse led us to the nursery. Before she brought us our baby, | turned to Dave. 


I'm scared. Excited and scared. And sad somehow. B was upset. Why?" 


"| don't know, babe. Maybe just overwhelmed. Come on, let's meet our son or daughter." 


He smiled The nurse sat us down in side by side rocking chairs and then brought us a little, tiny bundle. She 
placed the bundle in my arms. 


‘Is it..2" Dave started. 

"A girl" The nurse smiled. 

"A girl?!" His grin was a mile wide. 

"You wanted a girl?" | asked. 

"Yeah, | did. | don't really know why. It's just that when | thought about her, she was always a girl." 
| wanted a boy. Take this back!" | told the nurse with a little smirk. 

"How big is she?" Dave asked. 


"She's six pounds, nine ounces and nineteen inches tall. She was a breeze. Bailey was a champ. I'll let you two 


alone for a few minutes." 

"Thank you." 

"We have a daughter." | whispered as | touched her tiny cheek with my fingertip. | felt my throat constrict and 
my eyes burn. Hold it together, Hawkins! But when | glanced at D, he was wiping at his own eyes. He smiled 


sheepishly. "What are we going to call her?" 


"| don't know yet. We can wait a little while, see what comes to mind. No stupid, fucking celebrity names 
though, please!" 


A couple hours later, D decided to go check us into the hotel. | wanted to stay behind and talk to Bailey. 
Something was going on with her and | didn't feel good about it. 


After her family left, | slid up on the bed beside her and put my arm around her. "You were upset before. 
Wanna talk about it?" 


"No, it was stupid. l'm sorry." 
"Don't be sorry. Tell me what's bothering you." 
She sighed. "| was hoping today would never come. | had you inside of me, you know? And now, you're not.” 


lm always going to be inside of you, B. We did this amazing thing together. As long as that child is alive, you 


and me will be together." 

She smiled weakly. "I just thought | could handle it better. | thought | wouldn't feel like this’ 
"You handled it perfectly! You were amazing!" 

"No, | mean. didn't expect to fall for you again" 

"Oh 

"| know, Im sorry. It's stupid, lm an idiot 

"You're not an idiot. I'm the idiot for doing that to you" 


"Yeah, you fucking asshole, how could you?" She was snuggled against my side and | looked down at her. She 


had a grin on her face. 

"In some other world, you and me are pretty fucking hot" 
"But in this one, you're pretty fucking hot with Dave" 
"Afraid so." | nodded 

"| bet we made one good looking kid" She said with a chuckle. 
"Only if she looks more like you" 


"You promise me you're gonna love her so freaking much, okay?" Her voice broke and she pressed her face 
against my armpit. 


"B, I'm going to love her and take care of her until my dying breath. And | love you, too. You know | do” 
"| love you too. That is one lucky kid" 

"Sure is. She has a wonderful mother. 

"And a perfect father.” 

‘Lam pretty damn perfect, aren't 1?" | winked. 

"And humble." She said with a yawn 


"You want me to go so you can get some sleep?" 


"No. Can you stay until | fall asleep?" 
"Of course." | kissed her forehead. "Thank you, B" 


| checked on the baby once more on my way out. At the hotel, | fell into Dave's arms. "I fucking love you so 


much!" But the way he held me, the way his body felt stiff made me look up at his face. "What's the matter?" 


Dave sat me down on the bed and then sat beside me, taking my hands. "There's something | need to tell you 
and if | don't do it now, | probably never will” 


He was making me nervous. "Okay." 
"You're a better man than | am." 


"What? What the fuck are you talking about?" 


"When you started to have feelings for Bailey, you manned up and you told me about it. You were remorseful. 


My heart logged itself in my throat. Was he telling me he cheated? There was someone else? "Dave, you're 


scaring me." | stood and strode quickly in circles around the room. 


He caught my wrist and pulled me to stand in front of him. He held both my hands and leaned his head against 


my stomach. 

"D, come on. Don't fucking do this! Talk to me!" 

"Remember when you went out and | came to see you in New York?" 

"Of course | remember. That was one of the best times of my life, D." 

"Mine, too. Being out there with you made me fall in love so fucking hard. But the thing is | shit the bed” 

| made an involuntary grunting noise, my face wrinkling up. 

"Not literally. | mean | was terrified because | knew that | needed you. Knew that | was so fucking head over 
heels in love with you and that scared me. And you weren't here to tell me to relax, that it was all going to be 
okay. Remember you called and | was getting drunk with Lem and | copped an attitude? You know, " He finally 
looked up at me. "You knew something was wrong that night. But what you don't know. What | kept from you is 


that | went home with someone." 


My heart stopped beating. | pulled my hands free and took a step backwards. 


"Wait, no! Taylor!" He panicked and stood up, reaching for me again. 

"You fucked someone because you were scared of falling in love with me?" 

"No! No, | didn't! | didn't sleep with her. | .." Now he looked embarrassed. "T, | spend the night talking about you." 
| had to turn around to keep him from seeing my idiotic grin. | took a count deep breathes and turned to face 
him again. "You got drunk because you were nervous about me, picked up a woman, and then ended up talking 
about me all night?" 


The poor bastard nodded. 


"Fucking idiot. Come here." He pulled him into my arms, wrapping one around his neck. "You ever try that again 


"You'll kill me, | know." He mumbled as his arms wound around me and pulled me close. 


Bailey and the baby were discharged two days later. And a week after that, D and | boarded the chartered jet 
to bring her home. Lisa and Virginia were waiting at the house when we got in. They rushed out and fussed 


over taking the baby out of the car. 


Virginia held her and coved at her. "Taylor, she looks just like you. Are you sure you're not making little clones 


of yourself?" 

"You think she looks like me?" 

"Oh yeah, look at the tiny little blond peach fuzz and her light eyes." 

"What's her name?" Lisa asked. 

Dave and | looked at each other, neither one of us spoke. 

"Well, what is it?" 

Dave smiled. “Olivia Bailey Hawkins.” 

Virginia stayed with us for a couple days, helping D and me get used to taking care of Olivia. Diapers were 
disgusting but we were slowly getting used to it. Feeding her was my favorite. | loved sitting in the rocking 


chair, quietly rocking with her in my arms. When she awoke during the night, crying, | always tried to get to 
her before Virginia because | didn't want her to keep thinking she had to. Every now and then, | would feel D's 


hand on my shoulder, telling me to stay. He would go. One early morning, he went to check on her and brought 
her back with him. He laid down on his back and held her against his chest. | snuggled against his side. 


"She's amazing, isn't she?" | whispered. 
"She's you." 


| got up and found the camera and snapped a couple pictures of them. Part of being a new parent, we 


discovered, is that you must take pictures of everything! Everything. 


Dave parked the car in the parking garage and | unlatched the carrier from its base in the back seat. We were 
taking Olivia for her two month doctor's visit. We took Cara's recommendation on a pediatrician. His office was 
in a huge medical complex downtown. D took Olivia and carried her against his chest as we walked out of the 
garage. 

Suddenly there was three guys with TMZ badges around their necks and cameras. "Hey Dave!" 

"Hey guys, how are you?" 


"Good, so you and Taylor and a baby, huh?" 


Dave glanced at me. | gave him a tiny nod. "Yep. Me and Taylor and a baby. There, cat's out of the bog. 
Happy?" He said as he grasped my hand. 


"How long? Why'd you keep it a secret?" 

"Um, just about two years. And it was never a secret, we just didn't want to tell you." 
"Did you adopt? Whats the baby's name?" 

"We didn't adopt, the baby is mine. Her name is Olivia" | spoke up. 

"Congratulations, Taylor and Dave. Thanks for talking to us. Finally." 

"Yeah, yeah. Take care, dudes." 

As we walked down the street, | sighed"Here we go." 

"Eh, itll be fine." 


Olivia got a couple more shots and was miserable. By the time we got home, she was wailing. | took her 


upstairs and fed her and rocked her until she settled down and fell asleep. | found D on the deck, phone to his 
ear. | sat down next to him and gave him an exasperated look. He smiled and laid a hand on my arm. Judging 
from his side of the conversation, the PR people saw the TMZ bit already. Gotta love the internet. After he 
put the phone down, he shook his head. 

"They're a little busy down there this afternoon" 

| can imagine." 

"Everything's fine. We're fine, right?" 

"We're fine." | confirmed with a nod. 

"Good. Are you sorry we spoke to them?" 


"Not at all. We've got more important things to worry about now." 


When he smiled that big Davey smile, my stomach tightened. | put my hand over his. "Quite a life we've built, 


huh?" | said as | looked out over the pool and yard. 
"We're just getting started, babe." 


A couple weeks later, | decided D and | needed a night to ourselves. In other words; | needed to get laid. D took 
Olivia to Lisa's for the night. 


When he returned home, he asked, "Where are we going tonight?" 

"Nowhere. | ordered us a pizza and restocked the beer in the fridge” 

"Oh God, T.I fucking love you." He sighed. "I didn't really want to go out but | thought you did” 
"| don't want to go out. | want to fuck you" 

He grinned. “I want to fuck you, too. Can we skip the pizza and beer?" 

"No, you're gonna need sustenance” 

He groaned. "Shit, T" 


We sat on the couch, eating from the pizza box sitting on the coffee table. Louie laid between us, hoping for 
some crust. "This is where | was sitting when | realized that | loved you." D said, staring at his beer bottle. 


"The beer?" | teased. 


"Yes, could you give us a minute?" 

"Take all the time you need. In fact, why don't you take that bottle upstairs with you tonight?" 
"It'll stay hard longer than you." He smirked. 

"Keep it up, asshole." 

And he looked at me before we both erupted in laughter. 


"This is where | was sitting when | thought | fucked everything up with you." | said after the laughter died 


down. 


"T, even if | didn't feel the same way as you, | never would have let you walk outta my life. And | never will. 


You're mine forever." 
"You're a great boyfriend and a great father." 
"You're not too shabby either, Hawkins." 


| sent D upstairs while | took Louie outside for a few minutes. | cleaned up the bottles and empty pizza box, 


turned off lights and me and Louie headed to the bedroom. 


| stopped in the doorway, savoring the sight before me. D was naked, sitting on the end of the bed, legs spread, 
dick in hand. "| started without you." 


| shed my clothes as quickly as possible and jumped on him. He fell backwards against the bed and wrapped an 
arm around my back. | kissed his mouth, sliding my tongue past his lips. My fingers caressed his cheek. 


"I can get lost in your eyes." | whispered. "And your soft, shiny hair and the way you can always put me at 


ease with your smile. | love the warmth and safety | feel when your arms are around me." 
"Baby, you don't need to flatter me. I'm naked underneath you. I'm a sure thing here." 
| shook my head. 


He smiled. "I love you.” And then he pulled me into a kiss. As he held me against his chest, he rolled so that | 
was underneath him. He continued kissing me as he wrapped a hand around my cock. He slowly kissed his way 
down my jawline to my neck | buried my fingers into his hair and titted my head back. His warm, wet mouth 
knew exactly how to make me moan. | shuddered when he kissed my chest, then my nipple, moving down my 


stomach. He took me in his mouth, sucking hard and fast. 


"Oh Christ, D, yes!" | grunted. 


After a few minutes, though, he slid back up to kiss my mouth. He rubbed his cock against me as he 
smoothed his hands over my hair. | felt his breath against my ear. 


‘Marry me." He whispered. 
"What?" | choked. 


"| know. | know | said | didn't want to but that was forever ago. That was before Olivia and before Louie and 
before | truly understood the miracle of a man like you loving me." He raised his head and looked into my eyes. 


| sniffled and smiled at him. "You're sure?" 
He nodded. "| want to marry you. Well, first | want to fuck you, then | want to marry you." 
A tiny laugh escaped my lips. "Yeah, do that. Then we'll talk" 


The End. 


